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HOW i:’b MASOULRADL 

[Ha \ thomc records m !u^ nn c-bof)L under da c nf 18^0 
\ ph^nwri) of the oJd ro\ fovemorj, or <o;jic 'vch ^hid- 
o\ \ I'lj’can , on :!tc nij lit outlie cvacunion of Bo ton !)j the 
Bn i<h ” Yet the talc v as publi*^hcd m 1838 ] 

O NL 'iftcrnoon last summer, while walk- 
ing along Washington Street, my eye 
uas attracted by a sign-board protrud- 
ing over a narrow archway, nearly opposite the 
Old South Church The sign represented the 
front of a stately edifice, which w^as designated as 
the “ Oi I) Province House, kept by Thomas 
Waite I w^as glad to be thus reminded of a 
purpose, long entertained, of visiting and ram- 
bling over the mansion of the old royal govern- 
ors of Massachusetts , and entering the arched 
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TWICE-TOLD TALES 

port sangarce, prepared by the ‘skilful hands 
of Mr Thomas Waite, 1 besought that worthy 
successor and representative of so many histone 
personages to conduct me over their tune-hon- 
ored mansion 

He readily complied , but, to confess the 
truth, I was forced to draw strenuously upon 
my imagination, in order to find aught tliat was 
interesting m a house which, without its histone 
associations, would have seemed merely such a 
tavern as is usually favored by the custom of 
decent aty boarders, and old-fashioncd country 
gentlemen The chambers, which were prob- 
ably spacious in former times, are now cut up 
by partitions, and subdivided into little nooks, 
each affording scanty room for the narrow bed 
and chair and dressing-table of a single lodger 
The great staircase, however, may be tenntd, 
without much hyperbole, a feature of grandeur 
and magnificence It winds through the midst 
of the house by flights of broad steps, each flight 
terminating in a square landing-place, whence 
the ascent is continued towards the cupola A 
carved balustrade, freshly painted m the lower 
stones, but growing dingier as we ascend, bor- 
ders the staircase with its quaintly twisted and 
intertT^nned pillars, from top to bottom Up 
these stairs the mihtary boots, or perchance the 
gouty shoes, of many a governor have trodden, 
as the wearers mounted to the cupola, which 



HOWE’S MASQUERADE 

afforded them so wide a view over their metrop- 
olis and the surrounding countr)^ The cupola 
IS an octagon, with several windows, and a door 
opening upon the roof From this station, as 
I pleased myself with imagining. Gage may have 
beheld his disastrous victory on Bunker Hill 
(unless one of the tri-mountains intervened), and 
Howe have marked the approaches of Wash- 
ington’s besieging army , although the build- 
ings since erected in the vicinity have shut out 
almost every object, save the steeple of the Old 
South, which seems almost within arm’s length 
Descending from the cupola, I paused in the gar- 
ret to observe the ponderous white-oak frame- 
work, so much more massive than the frames 
of modern houses, and thereby resembling an 
antique skeleton The bnck walls, the mate- 
rials of which were imported from Holland, and 
the timbers of the mansion, are still as sound as 
ever , but the floors and other intenor parts be- 
ing greatly decayed, it is contemplated to gut 
the whole, and build a new house within the 
ancient frame and bnck-work Among other 
inconveniences of the present edifice, mine 
host mentioned that any jar or motion was 
apt to shake down the dust of ages out of the 
ceiling of one chamber upon the floor of that 
beneath it 

We stepped forth from the great front win- 
dow into the balcony, where in old times it was 
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doubdess the custom of the king’s representa- 
tive to show himself to a loyal populace, requit- 
ing their huzzas and tossed-up hats with stately 
bendings of his dignified person ] n those daj s 
the front of the Province House looked upon 
the street , and the whole site now occupied by 
the bnck range of stores, as well as the present 
court-yard, was laid out m grass plats, overshad- 
owed by trees and bordered by a vTOught-iron 
fence Now, the old aristocratic edifice hides 
Its time-worn visage behind an upstart modern 
building, at one of the back windows I ob- 
served some pretty tailoresses, sewing and chat- 
ting and laughing, with now and then a careless 
glance towards the balcony Descending thence, 
we again entered the bar-room, where the el- 
derly gentleman above mentioned, the smack of 
whose lips had spoken so favorably for Mr 
Waite’s good liquor, was still lounging in his 
chair He seemed to be, if not a lodger, at 
least a familiar visitor of the house, who might 
be supposed to have his regular score at the 
bar, his summer seat at the open wnndow^, and 
his prescnptive corner at the winter’s fireside. 
Being of a sociable aspect, I ventured to address 
him with a remark calculated to draw forth his 
histoncal reminiscences, if any such were in his 
mind , and it gratified me to discover, that, be- 
tween memory and tradition, the old gentleman 
was really possessed of some very pleasant gos- 
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epe, unde"' nn (Ktciuntton of fc*t!\:t\ I he 
'^pct.Mclc of :ht t\riunts jf tlic olde^i tucmlnr* 
of the proMUcnl court circle nuidit he hLlle^td, 
u'l'; tfic nio't env nud gorptoun Tfliir rlnt Ind 
ocairred in (he nmnk of (he goNtrnmtnt I he 
hnllnnth lighted npnrtments were thronged 
uilh figures that seemed to ln\e stejiped from 
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the dark canvas of historic portraits, or to have 
flitted forth from the magic pages of romance, 
or at least to have flown hither from one of the 
London theatres, without a change of garments 
Steeled knights of the Conquest, bearded states- 
men of Queen Elizabeth, and high-ruffed ladies 
of her court, were mingled with characters of 
comedy, such as a party-colored Merr}'’ An- 
drew, jingling his cap and bells , a FalstafF, 
almost as provocative of laughter as his proto- 
type , and a Don Quixote, with a beanpole for 
a lance, and a pot-lid for a shield 

But the broadest merriment was excited by 
a group of figures ndiculously dressed in old 
regimentals, which seemed to have been pur- 
chased at a military rag fair, or pilfered from 
some receptacle of the cast-off clothes of both 
the French and British armies Portions of 
their attire had probably been worn at the siege 
of Louisburg, and the coats of most recent cut 
might have been rent and tattered by sword, 
ball, or bayonet, as long ago as Wolfe’s victor)'' 
One of these worthies — a tall, lank figure, 
brandishing a rusty sword of immense longitude 
— purported to be no less a personage than 
General George Washington , and the other 
pnnapal officers of the American army, such 
as Gates, Lee, Putnam, Schuyler, Ward, and 
Heath, were represented by similar scarecrows 
An interview in the mock-heroic style, between 
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the rebel wnrnors nnd the Hntish commaiidcr- 
in-chief, was received with immense applause*, 
which came loudest of all from the loyalists of 
the coloin There was one of the guests, how- 
ex er, who stood apart, ejeing these antics 
sternlj and scornfully, at once with a frown and 
a bitter smile 

It was an old man, formcrl) of high station 
and great repute m the province, and who had 
been a ver) famous soldier in his day Some 
surprise had been expressed that a person of 
Colonel Jolifle’s known w'hig pnnciplcs, though 
now too old to take an active part m the con- 
test, should have remained in Boston dunng 
the siege, and especially that he should consent 
to show himself m the mansion of Sir William 
How'e But thither he had come, with a fair 
granddaughter under his arm , and there, amid 
all the mirth and buffoonery, stood this stern 
old figure, the best sustained character in the 
masquerade, because so well representing the 
antique spint of his native land The other 
guests affirmed that Colonel Joliffe’s black, pun- 
tanical scowd threw' a shadow round about him , 
although, m spite of his sombre influence, their 
gayety continued to blaze higher, like — (an 
ominous companson) — the flickering bnlhancy 
of a lamp which has but a little while to burn 
Eleven strokes, full half an hour ago, had 
pealed from the clock of the Old South, when 
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Sir illiim Houc smiled it words which he 
would h’i\c answered with one of his darkest 
frowns hid the\ been uttered h\ lips tint wore 
a beird He wis spired the ncccssirv of a 
retort, hr a singular interruption A sound of 
music was heard without the house, as if pro- 
ceeding from a full band of mihtarv instalments 
stationed m the street, pla) mg not such a festal 
strain as was suited to the occasion, but a slow 
funeral march The drums appeared to be 
muffled, and the trumpets poured forth a wail- 
ing breath, which at once hushed the mernment 
of the auditors, filling all with wonder, and 
some with apprehension The idea occurred 
to many that either the funeral procession of 
some great personage had halted in front of the 
Province House, or that a corpse, m a velvet 
covered and gorgeously decorated coffin, was 
about to be borne from the portal After lis- 
tening a moment, Sir William Hove called, in 
a stern voice, to the leader of the musiaans, 
who had hitherto enlivened the entertainment 
with gav and lightsome melodies The man 
was drum-major to one of the Bntish regi- 
ments 

Dighton,” demanded the General, ^Svhat 
means this foolery ^ Bid your band silence that 
dead march — or, by my word, they shall have 
suffiaent cause for their lugubnous strains ! 
Silence it, sirrah ^ ’’ 
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Please your honor/* answered the drum- 
major, whose rubicund visage had lost .ill its 
color, ‘‘ the fault is none of mine I and m) 
band are all here together, and I question 
whether there be a man of us that could play 
that march without book I never heard it but 
once before, and that was at the funeral of his 
late Majesty, King George the Second 

Well, well * ** said Sir William Howe, re- 
covering his composure — “ it is the prelude 
to some masquerading antic Let it pass ** 

A figure now^ presented itself, but among 
the many fantastic masks that were dispersed 
through the apartments, none could tell pre- 
cisely from w^hcnce it came It was a man in 
an old-fashioned dress of black serge, and hav- 
ing the aspect of a steward or pnnapal domestic 
in the household of a nobleman or great Eng- 
lish landholder This figure advanced to the 
outer door of the mansion, and throwing both 
Its leaves wide open, withdrew a little to one 
side and looked back towards the grand stair- 
case, as if expecting some person to descend 
At the same time the music in the street 
sounded a loud and doleful summons The 
eyes of Sir William Howe and his guests being 
directed to the staircase, there appeared, on the 
uppermost landing-place that was discernible 
from the bottom, several personages descending 
towards the door The foremost was a man 
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of <itLrn weiring n itceplc-crowncd hit 

incl 1 '^k\ill-cip Ikik uli It , a dark cloak, and 
huge wrinkled boots tint came hilfwav up lus 
lec^ Under Ills inn w is i rolled-up binner, 
which seemed to he the banner of I'ligland, but 
stnngeh rent ind torn , he hail a sword in his 
nghc hind, and grasped a liible in his left I he 
next figure was of milder aspect, let full of dig- 
mt\, wearing a broad rufi, o\ er which descended 
a. beard, a gown of wrought \el\et, and a dou- 
blet and hose of black satin He carried a roil 
of manuscript in his hand Close behind these 
two came a >oung man of \er) striking coun- 
tenance and demeanor, with deep thought and 
contemplation on his brow , and perhaps a flash 
of enthusiasm in his c}c His garb, like that 
of his predecessors, was of an antique fashion, 
and there was a stain of blood upon his ruff 
In the same group with these were three or four 
others, all men of dignity and evident command, 
and bcanng themselves like personages w'ho 
were accustomed to the gave of the multitude 
It w'as the idea of the beholders that these 
figures w'ent to join the mysterious funeral that 
had halted m front of the Province House , yet 
that supposition seemed to be contradicted by 
the air of triumph with which they waved their 
hands, as they crossed the threshold and van- 
ished through the portal 

“ In the devil’s name, what is this? ” muttered 
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Sir William Howe to a gentleman beside him , 
“ a procession of the regicide judges of King 
Charles the martyr ? ” 

“ These,” said Colonel Joliffe, breaking 
silence almost for the first time that evening, — 
“ these, if I interpret them anght, are the Pun- 
tan governors, — the rulers of the old original 
Democracy of Massachusetts Endicott, with 
the banner from which he had torn the symbol 
of subjection, and Wmthrop, and Sir Henry 
Vane, and Dudley, Haynes, Bellingham, and 
Leverett ” 

“ Why had that young man a stain of blood 
upon his ruff'’ ” asked Miss Joliife 

“ Because, in after years,” answered her 
grandfather, “ he laid down the wisest head in 
England upon the block for the principles of 
liberty ” 

“Will not your Excellency order out the 
guard ? ” whispered Lord Percy, who, with 
other Bntish officers, had now assembled round 
the General “There may be a plot under this 
mummery ” 

“ Tush ! we have nothing to fear,” carelessly 
replied Sir WiUiam Howe “ There can be no 
worse treason m the matter than a jest, and 
that somewhat of the dullest Even were it a 
sharp and bitter one, our best policy would be 
to laugh It off See — here come more of these 
gentry ” 
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Another group of characters had now partly 
descended the staircase The first was a vener- 
able and white-bearded patriarch, who cautiously 
felt his way downward with a staff Treading 
hastily behind him, and stretching forth his 
gauntleted hand as if to grasp the old man’s 
shoulder, came a tall, soldier-like figure, 
equipped with a plumed cap of steel, a bnght 
breastplate, and a long sword, which rattled 
against the stairs Next was seen a stout man, 
dressed in nch and courtly attire, but not of 
courtly demeanor , his gait had the swinging 
motion of a seaman’s walk , and chancing to 
stumble on the staircase, he suddenly grew 
wrathful, and was heard to mutter an oath He 
was followed by a noble-looking personage in 
a curled wig, such as are represented in the 
portraits of Queen Anne’s time and earlier, 
and the breast of his coat was decorated with 
an embroidered star While advanang to the 
door, he bowed to the nght hand and to the 
left, in a very gracious and insinuating style , 
but as he crossed the threshold, unlike the early 
Puritan governors, he seemed to wnng his 
hands with sorrow 

“ Pnthee, play the part of a chorus, good 
Dr Byles,” said Sir William Howe “ What 
worthies are these '' ” 

“ If It please your Excellency, they lived 
somewhat before my day,” answered the Doc- 
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tor, “ but doubtless our fnend, the Colonel, has 
been hand and glove with them ” 

Their living faces I never looked upon/’ 
said Colonel Johffe gravely , although I have 
spoken face to face with many rulers of this 
land, and shall greet yet another with an old 
man’s blessing ere I die But we talk of these 
figures I take the venerable patriarch to be 
Bradstreet, the last of the Puritans, who was 
governor at ninety, or thereabouts The next 
is Sir Edmund Andros, a tyrant, as any New 
England schoolboy will tell you , and there- 
fore the people cast him down from his high 
seat into a dungeon Then comes Sir William 
Phipps, shepherd, cooper, sea-captain, and gov- 
ernor — may many of his countrymen nse as 
high from as- low an origin ^ Lastly, you saw 
the gracious Earl of Bellamont, who ruled us 
under King William 

But what IS the meaning of it all ? ” asked 
Lord Percy 

“Now were I a rebel,*’ said Miss Johffe 
half aloud, “ I might fancy that the ghosts of 
these anaent governors had been summoned to 
form the funeral procession of royal authonty 
m New England ” 

Several other figures were now seen at the 
turn of the staircase The one in advance had 
a thoughtful, anxious, and somewhat crafty ex- 
pression of face, and m spite of his loftiness of 
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manner, which was evidently the result both of 
an ambitious spirit and of long continuance m 
high stations, he seemed not incapable of crin- 
ging to a greater than liimself A few steps 
behind came an officer in a scarlet and embroid- 
ered uniform, cut in a fashion old enough to 
have been worn by the Duke of Marlborough 
H is nose had a rubicund tinge, which, together 
with the twinkle of his eye, might have marked 
him as a lover of the wine cup and good fel- 
lowship , notwithstanding which tokens he 
appeared ill at ease, and often glanced around 
him as if apprehensive of some secret mischief 
Next came a portly gentleman, weanng a coat 
of shaggy cloth, lined with silken velvet, he 
had sense, shrewdness, and humor in his face, 
and a folio volume under his arm , but his 
aspect was that of a man vexed ind tormented 
beyond all patience, and harassed almost to 
death He went hastily down, and was fol- 
lowed by a dignified person, dressed in a purple 
velvet suit, with very nch embroidery , his de- 
meanor would have possessed much stateliness, 
only that a gnevous fit of the gout compelled 
him to hobble from stair to stair, with contor- 
tions of face and body When Dr Byles be- 
held this figure on the staircase, he shivered as 
with an ague, but continued to watch him stead- 
fastly, until the gouty gentleman had reached 
the threshold, made a gesture of anguish and 
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despair, and vanished into the outer gloom, 
whither the funeral music summoned him 
‘^Governor Belcher! — my old patron !« — 
in his very shape and dress ^ gasped Dr 
Byles This is an awful mockery * 

A tedious foolery, rather,” said Sir William 
Howe with an air of indifference But who 
were the three that preceded him ^ ” 

“ Governor Dudley, a cunning politician — 
yet his craft once brought him to a prison,” re- 
plied Colonel Joliffe “ Governor Shute, for- 
merly a colonel under Marlborough, and whom 
the people fnghtened out of the province , and 
learned Governor Bumet, whom the legislature 
tormented into a mortal fever ” 

“ Methinks they were miserable men, these 
royal governors of Massachusetts,” observed 
Miss Joliffe “Heavens, how dim the light 
grows ^ ” 

It was certainly a fact that the large lamp 
which illuminated the staircase now burned dim 
and duskily so that several figures, which 
passed hastily down the stairs and went forth 
from the porch, appeared rather like shadows 
than persons of fleshly substance Sir William 
Howe and his guests stood at the doors of the 
contiguous apartments, watching the progress 
of this singular pageant, with various emotions 
of anger, contempt, or half-acknowledged fear, 
but still with an anxious curiosity The shapes 
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William would have greeted his old comrade 
in arms ’ Perhaps he will not suffer the next 
to pass unchilltnged ” 

“Of that be assured, young hd\ answered 
Sir William Howe, fixing his eyes, with a \er\ 
marked expression, upon the immoeahle \isage 
of her grandfather “ 1 have long enough 
delayed to pay the ceremonies of a host to these 
departing guests The next that takes his lea\ c 
shall receive due courtesy ” 

A wald and dreary burst of music came 
through the open door It seemed as if the 
procession, which had been graduall) filling up 
Its ranks, were now about to move, and that 
this loud peal of the wailing trumpets, and roll 
of the muffled drums, were a call to some loi- 
terer to make haste Man} c)cs, byan irre- 
sistible impulse, w'ere turned upon Sir Wil- 
liam How'e, as if it were he whom the drear)' 
music summoned to the funeral of departed 
power 

“See' — here comes the last'” whispered 
Miss JolifFe, pointing her tremulous finger to 
the staircase 

A figure had come into view as if descending 
the stairs , although so dusky w'as the region 
whence it emerged, some of the spectators fan- 
cied that they had seen this human shape sud- 
denly moulding itself amid the gloom Dowm- 
ward the figure came, with a stately and martial 
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trt iii, iml n ulmir the lout ' '.tiir u is ohstn tel 
to I't "v tnll nmi, I'oo.ni ntiii urij'jHil Ml i nuli- 
nrv cloik, uliith ms ui lun m|» nroiitui tht fict 
so Ts to Mutt tlu flipped I'ririi of i httd hat 
d lit Itifiirc^, Jitrtfojt, utrt coiiipltlth hidden 
Hut till British oina IS deemed tint the\ Ind 
seen tint mihnrt clod lHk)ri,Tnd e\en reeog- 
ir'tei the frind tinhrouhrt on the coll ir, as 
Util Ts tlu pildid scihlnrd of i suord uhich 
prtitnuicd from the folds of the chnl , 'uul glit- 
tered in n \ i\ id gltun of light \part from 
these tniling pimcuhrs, there were clnncter- 
ntics of mit and hearing uhich impelled the 
uondering guests to ghnee from the shrouded 
figure to Sir \\ illnm Houe, as if to satisfy 
themsehes tint their host had not suddenly 
sanished from the midst of them 

\\ ith a dark Hush of v rath upon his hrow, 
thet sav the General dnu his suord and ad- 
vance to meet the figure in the cloak before the 
latter had stepped one pace upon the floor 
“Aiihtn, unmuflle \ ourself” cried he 
" You piss no farther ' ” 

1 he figure, uithout blenching a hair’s breadth 
from the suord uhich uas pointed at his breast, 
niadc a solemn pause and loucred the cape of 
the cloak from about his face, yet not suffi- 
cient!} fbjf the spectators to catch a glimpse of 
It >;J5tl^l^V'ji]iam Howe had evidently seen 
Sl^^i^rhe sternness of lus countenance gave 
fit '' 21 
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place to a look of wild amazement, if not hor- 
ror, while he recoiled several steps from the 
figure, and let fall his sword upon the floor 
The martial shape again drew the cloak about 
his features and passed on, but reaching the 
threshold, with his back towards the spectators, 
he was seen to stamp his foot and shake his 
clenched hands in the air It was afterwards 
affirmed that Sir William Howe had repeated 
that selfsame gesture of rage and sorrow, when, 
for the last time, and as the last royal governor, 
he passed through the portal of the Province 
House 

“ Hark * — the procession moves,” said Miss 
Johffe 

The music was dying away along the street, 
and Its dismal strains were mingled with the 
knell of midnight from the steeple of the Old 
South, and with the roar of artillery, which an- 
nounced that the beleaguenng army of Wash- 
ington had entrenched itself upon a nearer 
height than before As the deep boom of the 
cannon smote upon his ear. Colonel JolifFe 
raised himself to the full height of his aged 
form, and smiled sternly on the Bntish Gen- 
eral 

Would your Excellency inquire further 
into the mystery of the pageant ? ” said he 
^^Take care of your gray head ^ ” cned Sir 
William Howe fiercely, though with a quiver- 
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mg lip “It has stood too long on a traitor’s 
shoulders ' ” 

“ You must make haste to chop it ofi, then,” 
calmly replied the Colonel , “ for a few hours 
longer, and not all the power of Sir William 
Howe, nor of his master, shall cause one of 
these gray hairs to fall The empire of Britain 
m this ancient province is at its last gasp to- 
night, — almost while I speak, it is a dead 
corpse , and methmks the shadows of the old 
governors are fit mourners at its funeral ! ” 

With these words Colonel Jolilfe threw on 
his cloak, and drawing his granddaughter’s arm 
within his own, retired from the last festival 
that a Bntish ruler ever held m the old pro- 
vince of Massachusetts Bay It was supposed 
that the Colonel and the young lady possessed 
some secret intelligence m regard to the mys- 
tenous pageant of that night However this 
might be, such knowledge has never become 
general The actors in the scene have van- 
ished into deeper obscunty than even that wild 
Indian band who scattered the cargoes of the 
tea ships on the waves, and gained a place in 
history, yet left no names But superstition, 
among other legends of this mansion, repeats 
the wondrous tale, that on the anniversary night 
of Britain’s discomfiture, the ghosts of the an- 
cient governors of Massachusetts still glide 
through the portal of the Province House 
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done up m brown paper, the direction of which 
I had the idle curiosity to read “ Miss Susan 
Huggins, at the Province House ” A pretty 
chambermaid, no doubt In truth, it is des- 
perately hard work, when we attempt to throw 
the spell of hoar antiquity over localities with 
which the living world, and the day that is pass- 
ing over us, have aught to do Yet, as I 
glanced at the stately staircase down which the 
procession of the old governors had descended, 
and as I emerged through the venerable portal 
whence their figures had preceded me, it glad- 
dened me to be consaous of a thrill of awe 
Then, diving through the narrow archway, a 
few stndes transported me into the densest 
throng of Washington Street 
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T he old legendary guest of the Pro- 
vince House abode in my remem- 
brance from midsummer till January 
One idle evening last winter, confident that he 
would be found in the snuggest corner of the 
bar-room, I resolved to pay him another visit, 
hoping to deserve well of my country by snatch- 
ing from oblivion some else unheard-of fact of 
history The night was chill and raw, and ren- 
dered boisterous by almost a gale of wind, which 
whistled along Washington Street, causing the 
gas-hghts to flare and flicker within the lamps 
As I humed onward, my fancy was busy with 
a coihpanson between the present aspect of the 
street and that which it probably wore when the 
British governors inhabited the mansion whither 
I was now going Bnck edifices in those times 
were few, till a succession of destructive fires 
had swept, and swept again, the wooden dwell- 
ings and warehouses from the most populous 
quarters of the town The buildings stood insu^ 
lated and independent, not, as now, merging 
their separate existences into connected ranges, 
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were made visible by a lantern over the portal 
of the Province House On entering the bar- 
room, I found, as I expected, the old tradi- 
tion-monger seated by a special good fire of 
anthracite, compelling clouds of smoke from 
a corpulent cigar He recognized me with 
evident pleasure , for my rare properties as a 
patient listener mvanably make me a favonte 
with elderly gentlemen and ladies of narrative 
propensities Drawing a chair to the lire, I 
desired mine host to favor us vith a glass apiece 
of whiskey punch, which w^as speedily prepared, 
steaming hot, with a slice of lemon at the bot- 
tom, a dark-red stratum of port wine upon the 
surface, and a sprinkling of nutmeg strewn over 
all As we touched our glasses together, my 
legendary friend made himself known to me as 
Mr Bela Tiffany , and I rejoiced at the oddity 
of the name, because it gave his image and 
character a sort of individuality in my concep- 
tion The old gentleman’s draught acted as a 
solvent upon his memory, so that it overflowed 
with tales, traditions, anecdotes of famous dead 
people, and traits of anaent manners, some of 
which were childish as a nurse’s lullaby, while 
others might have been worth the notice of the 
grave historian Nothing impressed me more 
than a story of a black, mysterious picture, 
which used to hang in one of the chambers of 
the Province House, directly above the room 
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In n’^c o? tin -ipT^'^nunt' of the Pro^ met 
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turt, *hc fninc ot \ Inch i* hlicJv ir ehnn\ , 
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ind ^ru>hc, tint not i touch of the pimttrs 
irr cOiitd he drctrncd lime fnd thro\\n in 
jmpcnctmhlc \cil over u, ind Itfc to tridifion 
ind fihlc ind ccmiccrurc to 'iiv \',hit hid once 
Iiccn there partri\ td During the rule of many 
^uccc*^^nc goternors, it hid hung, h\ pre- 
?cnpti\c ind undnputed right, o\cr the mintel- 
piece of the ^imc cinmher, and it still kept its 
phcc uhen Licutcmnr-fiot ernor Hutchinson 
assumed the idmimstration of the proiincc, on 
the departure of Sir hranas Bcrnird 

The Lieutenant-Got ernor sit, one afternoon, 
resting his head against the carved back of his 
stately armchair, ind gazing up thoughtfully 
at the \oid blackness of the picture It \vas 
scarcely a time for such inactive musing, when 
affairs of the deepest moment required the ruler's 
decision , for, within that very hour, Hutchin- 
son had received intelligence of the atnval of 
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peared to search through the mist of years to 
discover the subject of the picture, her curiosity 
was excited 

" Is It known, my dear uncle,” inquired she, 
“ what this old picture once represented ^ Pos- 
sibly, could It be made visible, it might prove 
a masterpiece of some great artist — else, why 
has It so long held such a conspicuous place ? ” 
As her uncle, contrary to his usual custom 
(for he was as attentive to all the humors and 
capnces of Alice as if she had been his own 
best-beloved child), did not immediately reply, 
the young Captain of Castle William took that 
office upon himself 

“This dark old square of canvas, my fair 
cousin,” said he, “ has been an heirloom m the 
Province House from time immemonal As 
to the painter, I can tell you nothing , but, if 
half the stones told of it be true, not one of the 
great Italian masters has ever produced so mar- 
vellous a piece of work as that before you ” 
Captain Lincoln proceeded to relate some of 
the strange fables and fantasies which, as it was 
impossible to refute them by ocular demonstra- 
tion, had grown to be articles of popular belief 
in reference to this old picture One of the 
wildest, and at the same time the best accredited, 
accounts, stated it to be an onginal and authen- 
tic portrait of the Evil One, taken at a witch 
meeting near Salem , and that its strong and 
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temble resemblance had been confirmed by 
several of the confessing ^vlzards and witches, 
at their tnal, in open court It was likewise 
affirmed that a familiar spint or demon abode 
behind the blackness of the picture, and had 
shown himself, at seasons of public calami^’', to 
more than one of the royal governors Shirley, 
for instance, had beheld this ominous appantion, 
on the eve of General Abercrombie's shameful 
and bloody defeat under the walls of Ticon- 
deroga Many of the servants of the Province 
House had caught glimpses of a visage frown- 
ing down upon them, at morning or evening 
twihght, — or in the depths of night, while rak- 
ing up the fire that glimmered on the hearth 
beneath , although, if any were bold enough to 
hold a torch before the picture, it would appear 
as black and undistinguishable as ever The 
oldest mhabitant of Boston recollected that his 
father, in whose days the portrait had not wholly 
faded out of sight, had once looked upon it, but 
would never suffer himself to be questioned 
as to the face which was there represented In 
connection with such stones, it was remarkable 
that over the top of the frame there were some 
ragged remnants of black silk, indicating that a 
veil had formerly hung down before the picture, 
until the duskiness of time had so effectually 
concealed it. But, after all, it was the most 
singular part of the affair that so many of 
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the poiiipous goM.rnor'^ of Massnehu'^etts had 
allowed the ohhte rated pictvire to remuii in the 
«;tate clumher of the ProMiice Ilou<;e 

“ Some of these fables are re'all\ awful," ob- 
served Alice \ ane, who had occasion dly shud- 
dered, as Well as smiled, while her cousin spoke* 
" It would be almost worth while to wipe aw.a) 
the black surface of the canvas, since the origi- 
nal picture can hardh he so formidable as those 
which fanev paints instead of it ” 

“ liut would It be possible,” inquired her 
cousin, “ to restore this dark picture to its pris- 
tine hues ^ ” 

“Such arts arc known in Itah*,” said Alice 
The Lieutenant-Governor had roused him- 
self from his abstracted mood, and listened with 
a smile to the conversation of his young rela- 
tives Yet his voice had something peculiar m 
Its tones when he undertook the explanation 
of the mysten 

“ I am sorry, Alice, to destroy your faith m 
the legends of which you are so fond,” re- 
marked he , “ but my antiquarian researches 
have long since made me aequamted with the 
subject of this picture — if picture it can be 
called — which is no more visible, nor ever will 
be, than the face of the long-buned man whom 
It once represented It was the portrait of Ed- 
ward Randolph, the founder of this house, a 
person famous m the history of New England ” 
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“Trust, sir — trust yet awhile to the loyalty 
of the people/* said Captain Lincoln , “ nor teach 
them that they can ever be on other terms 
with Bntish soldiers than those of brotherhood, 
as when they fought side by side through the 
French War Do not convert the streets of 
your native town into a camp Think twice 
before you give up old Castle William, the key 
of the province, into other keeping than that of 
true-born New Englanders ** 

“Young man, it is deaded,** repeated Hutch- 
inson, nsing from his chair “ A Bntish officer 
will be m attendance this evening, to receive the 
necessary instructions for the disposal of the 
troops Your presence also will be required 
Till then, farewell ” 

With these words the Lieutenant-Governor 
hastily left the room, while Alice and her cousin 
* more slowly followed, whispenng together, and 
once pausing to glance back at the mystenous 
picture The Captain of Castle William fanned 
that the girl’s air and mien were such as might 
have belonged to one of those spints of fable 
— fames, or creatures of a more antique my- 
thology — who sometimes mingled their agency 
with mortal affairs, half in caprice, yet with a 
sensibility to human weal or woe As he held 
the door for her to pass, AJice beckoned to the 
picture and smiled 
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thr ^ri n , nunidn^ tlic Licutcinnt- 

tor tht hridingof the troops, 
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T Jjc Cnpr-^rn of Cnstlc WjMnnt stood hcsidc 
Hutchinson"’ chnir with folded 'irnis, ghncing 
rxthcr InugluiK at the Hntish ofliccr, 1)\ uhom 
he uis soon to he superseded in Ins command 
On a table, in the centre of the clnmhcr, stood 
a hrinched sihtr candlestick, throuing doun 
the glow of half a dozen u av-hghts upon a paper 
apparenth rend\ for the Ltcutcnant-Govcmor"s 
signature 

Parti} shrouded in the voluminous folds of 
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nature of Puntan submis*^ion “ This matter 
shall be cvpcditcd forth^\lth When there shall 
be a sentinel at c\ cry corner, and a court of 
guard before the town house, a \o\ al gentleman 
ma^ venture to walk abroad What to me is 
the outer)' of a mob, m this remote province of 
the realm ^ The king is mv master, and Eng- 
land IS my country ^ Upheld b^ their armed 
strength, I set my foot upon the rabble, and 
defs them * ” 

He snatched a pen, and was about to affix 
his signature to the paper that lay on the table, 
when the Captain of Castle William placed his 
hand upon his shoulder The freedom of the 
acuon, so contrary to the ceremonious respect 
which was thert considered due to rank and 
digmtv , awakened general surprise, and in none 
more than in the Lieutenant-Gov'cmor himself 
Looking angnlv up, he perceived that his v oung 
relativ^e was pointing his finger to the opposite 
wall Hutchinson’s eye followed the signal , 
and he saw, what had hitherto been unobserved, 
that a black silk curtain was suspended before 
the mysterious picture, so as completely to con- 
ceal It His thoughts immediately recurred to 
the scene of the preceding afternoon , and, m 
his surpnse, confused by indistinct emotions, 
v^et sensible that his niece must have had an 
agency in this phenomenon, he called loudly 
upon her 
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“ ' — come hulitr, Alice ' ” 

\o eooiier Inii he spoken tlnii Mice Vnne 
pltiie'il trom her snuoti, tiuI prcs>ing one Innd 
icrovs her e\cs, with the other smtehed awny 
the stMc airtnm tint concealed the portrait 
\n tNclimation of* surprise hurst from e\ery 
beholder , hut the Lieutcnanl-Go\ ernor’s \ oicc 
had a tone of horror 

“ B\ Heaven' ” said lie, in a low, inward 
murmur, speaking rather to Inmself than to 
those around him, "if the spirit of Ldward 
Randolph were to apjtear among us from the 
place of torment, he could not wear more of the 
terrors of hell ujinn his face ' ” 

" I* or some wise end,” said the aged Se- 
lectman solemnlv , " hath Prov idencc scattered 
awav the mist of ^cars that had so long hid this 
dreadful efBg) Until this hour no living man 
hath seen what we hehold ’ ” 

Within the antique frame, which so recently 
had enclosed a sable waistc of canvas, now ap- 
peared a vMSihlc picture, still dark, indeed, m its 
hues and shadings, but thrown forward in strong 
relief It was a half-length figure of a gentle- 
man in a nch but very old-fashioned dress of 
embroidered velv^ct, with a broad ruff and a 
beard, and wearing a hat, the brim of which 
overshadowed his forehead Beneath this cloud 
the c)es had a peculiar glare, which was almost 
lifelike The whole portrait started so distinctly 
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out of the background, that it had the effect of 
a person looking down from the all at the 
astonished and awe-stneken spectators The 
expression of the face, if an) \\ords can con\cy 
an idea of it> was that of a wretch detected m 
some hideous guilt, and exposed to the bitter 
hatred and laughter and \Mthcnng scorn of a vast 
surrounding multitude There was the struggle 
of defiance, beaten down and ovcr\\ helmed by 
the crushing weight of ignominy The torture 
of the soul had come forth upon the counte- 
nance It seemed as if the picture, while hid- 
den behind the cloud of immemorial years, had 
been all the time acquinng an mtenscr depth 
and darkness of expression, till now it gloomed 
forth again, and threw its evil omen over the 
present hour Such, if the vild legend may be 
credited, was the portrait of Kdward Randolph, 
as he appeared when a people’s curse had 
wrought its influence upon his nature 

“ ’T would dnve me mad — that awful face^ ” 
said Hutchinson, who seemed fascinated by the 
contemplation of it* 

“ Be warned, then i ” whispered Alice “He 
trampled on a people’s rights Behold his pun- 
ishment — and avoid a crime like his ^ ” 

The Lieutenant-Governor actually trembled 
for an instant , but, exerting his energv’^ — 
which yas not, however, his most characteristic 
4 ^ 
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‘'(ori'" cruii In, )n:pliing Inttcrh t; lie 
tunuii t«) Milt, “hut \ou hroutilu hither 
\our p-’intir’s nr' — tour InInn •;pint of iii- 
tnpuc — \our trie) s of inpe eflect — niul think 
to tnflueiict the counri)*; of nilers niid the afinirs 
of miioiu in ';iich slnilon contrmnees ? See 
here * ’’ 

“ St^^ Mt a whili," ‘:iid the Silectiinn, as 
Hutchinson again snatched the pen, “ for if 
e\eT mortal man receu ed a naming from a tor- 
mented soul, \our I lonor is that man ' “ 

" \\\a\ ’ ’’ answered Hutchinson fiercely 
“ '1 hnutrh aofider senseless jiicture cried ‘ For- 
bear ' ’ — It should not move me ’ " 

Casting a scowl of defiance at the pictured 
face (which seemed at that moment to intensify 
the horror of its miserable and wicked look), 
he scrawled on the paper, in characters that 
betokened it a deed of desperation, the name 
of Thomas Hutchinson Then, it is said, 
he shuddered, as if that signature had granted 
away his sahation 

“It IS done,” said he, and placed his hand 
upon his brow 

“ May Idcavcn forgive the deed,” said the 
soft, sad accents of Alice Vane, like the voice of 
a good spirit flitting awsay 

When morning came, there was a stifled 
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whisper through the household, and spreading 
thence about the town, that the dark, myste- 
nous picture had started from the wall, and 
spoken face to face with Lieutenant-Governor 
Hutchinson If such a miracle had been 
wrought, however, no traces of it remained be- 
hind, for within the antique frame nothing could 
be discerned save the impenetrable cloud, which 
had covered the canvas since the memory of 
man If the figure had, indeed, stepped forth. 
It had fled back, spmt-like, at the day-dawn, and 
hidden itself behind a century’s obscunty The 
truth probably was, that Alice Vane’s secret for 
restonng the hues of the picture had merely 
effected a temporary renovation But those 
who, in that bnef interval, had beheld the 
awful visage of Edward Randolph, desired no 
second glance, and ever afterwards trembled at 
the recollection of the scene, as if an evil spirit 
had appeared visibly among them And as for 
Hutchinson, when, far over the ocean, his 
dying hour drew on, he gasped for breath, and 
complained that he was choking with the blood 
of the Boston Massacre , and Francis Lincoln, 
the former Captain of Castle William, who was 
standing at his bedside, perceived a likeness 
in his frenzied look to that of Edward Ran- 
dolph Did his broken spirit feel, at that 
dread hour, the tremendous burden of a Peo- 
ple’s curse ^ 
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At the conclusion of this miraculous legend, 
I inquired of mine host whether the picture 
still remained m the chamber over our heads , 
but Mr Tiffany informed me that it had long 
since been removed, and was supposed to be 
hidden m some out-of-the-way corner of the 
New England Museum Perchance some curi- 
ous antiquary may light upon it there, and, 
\vith the assistance of Mr Howorth, the picture 
cleaner, may supply a not unnecessary proof 
of the authentiaty of the facts here set down 
Dunng the progress of the story a storrrr had 
been gathenng abroad, and raging and rattling 
so loudly m the upper regions of the Province 
House, that it seemed as if all the old gov- 
ernors and great men were running not above 
stairs while Mr Bela Tiffany babbled of them 
below In the course of generations, when 
many people have lived and died m an an- 
cient house, the whistling of the wind through 
Its crannies, and the creaking of its beams and 
rafters, become strangely like the tones of the 
human voice, or thundenng laughter, or heavy 
footsteps treading the deserted chambers It is 
as if the echoes of half a century were revived 
Such were the ghostly sounds that roared and 
murmured in our ears when I took leave of the 
circle round the fireside of the Province House, 
and plunging down the doorsteps, fought my 
way homeward against a dnfting snowstorm 
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M ine excellent fnend, the landlord of 
the Province House, was pleased, the 
other evening, to invite Mr Tiffany 
and myself to an oyster supper This slight 
mark of respect and gratitude, as he handsomely 
observed, was far less than the ingenious tale- 
teller, and I, the humble note-taker of his nar- 
ratives, had fairly earned, by the public notice 
which our joint lucubrations had attracted to 
his establishment Many a cigar had been 
smoked within his premises — many a glass of 
wine, or more potent aqua \ntai, had been 
quaffed — many a dinner had been eaten by 
cunous strangers, who, save for the fortunate 
conjunction of Mr Tiffany and me, would 
never have ventured through that darksome 
avenue which gives access to the histone pre- 
cincts of the Province House In short, if any 
credit be due to the courteous assurances of 
Mr Thomas Waite, we had brought his forgot- 
ten mansion almost as effectually into public 
view as if we had thrown down the vulgar range 
of shoe-shops and dry-goods stores, which hides 
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it<; nnstocntrc front from Wishington Street 
It nn\ he vnn(i\ imhlc, ho\\e\ er, to speik too 
loudI\ of the increi'^t.d custom of the Itouse, 
lest Mr \\ nite shouUi find it difticult to renew 
the leise on so fi\ onMe terms is heretofore 
Being thus welcomed ns hene'fictors, neither 
Mr TitlinN nor m\ self felt in\ scruple in doing 
full justice to the good things tint were set be- 
fore us If the feist were less mignificent than 
those same pincllcd wills had witnessed in a 
In gone centurv, — if nunc host presided with 
somew hit less of stite thin might ha\ c befitted a 
successor of the ro^ a! Go% ernors, — if the guests 
made i less imposing show thin the bcwiggcd 
ind powdered and embroidered digni tines, 
who erst banqueted at the gubernatorial table, 
ind now sleep within their armonal tombs on 
Copp’s Hill, or round King’s Chapel, — jet 
nc\cr, I maj boldly say, did a more comfort- 
able little part}' assemble in the Province House, 
from Queen Anne’s days to the Revolution 
The occasion was rendered more interesting by 
the presence of a venerable personage, w'hose 
owm actual reminiscences went back to the 
epoch of Gage and How'e, and even supplied 
him with a doubtful anecdote or two of Hutch- 
inson He w'as one of that small, and now all 
but extinguished, class, whose attachment to 
royalty, and to the colonial institutions and cus- 
toms that w'ere connected with it, had never 
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yielded to the democratic heresies of after times 
The young queen of Britain has not a more 
loyal subject in her realm — perhaps not one 
who would kneel before her throne with such 
reverential love — as this old grandsirc, whose 
head has whitened beneath the mild sway of the 
Republic, which still, m his mellower moments, 
he terms a usurpation Yet prejudices so obsti- 
nate have not made him an ungentle or imprac- 
ticable companion If the truth must be told, 
the life of the aged loyalist has been of such a 
scrambling and unsettled character, — he has 
had so little choice of friends and been so often 
destitute of any, — that I doubt whether he 
would refuse a cup of kindness with either 
Oliver Cromwell or John Hancock, — to say 
nothing of any democrat now upon the stage 
In another paper of this senes I may per- 
haps give the reader a closer glimpse of his 
portrait 

Our host, in due season, uncorked a bottle 
of Madeira, of such exquisite perfume and ad- 
mirable flavor that he surely must have dis- 
covered It in an ancient bin, down deep beneath 
the deepest cellar, where some jolly old butler 
stored away the Governor’s choicest wine, and 
forgot to reveal the secret on his death-bed 
Peace to his red-nosed ghost, and a libation to 
his memory ^ This precious liquor was im- 
bibed by Mr Tiffany with peculiar zest, and 
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after •'ippiiu’ tlu third it ua'i hi*? pleasure 

to iri\e us one of tlu oddest IrfTeneis which he 
Iml \et nktd from the storeliouse where lie 
keeps sueh matters With some suitable adorn- 
ments from m\ ownfmcv.it nm prett\ much 
as follows 


Not long after Colonel Shute had assumed 
the goeernment of Massachusetts Ha), now 
nearU a hundred and twent) )ears ago, a voting 
lad\ of rank and fortune arrived from 1‘ngland, 
to claim his protection as her guardian He 
was her distant relative, hut the nearest w'ho 
had sureived the gradual extinction of her 
famil) , so that no more eligible shelter could 
he found for the nch and high-born Lady 
lelcanorc Rochcliffc than wathin the Province 
House of a transatlantic colonv The consort 
of Governor Shute, moreover, had been as a 
mother to her childhood, and was now anxious 
to receive her, in the hope that a bcautiflil young 
woman w'ould be exposed to infinitely less peni 
from the primitive society of New Lngland than 
amid the artifices and corruptions of a court 
If cither the Governor or his lady had espe- 
cially consulted their own comfort, they w^ould 
probably have sought to devolve the responsi- 
bility on other hands , since, with some noble 
and splendid traits of character, Lady Eleanore 
was remarkable for a harsh, unyielding pride, 

49 



TWICE-TOLD TALES 


a haughty consciousness of her hcrcditar)^ and 
personal advantages, which made her almost 
incapable of control Judging from many tra- 
ditionary anecdotes, this peculiar temper was 
hardly less than a monomania , or, if the acts 
which It inspired were those of a sane person. 
It seemed due from Providence that pndc so 
sinful should be followed by as severe a retri- 
bution That tinge of the marvellous, which 
is thrown over so many of these half-forgotten 
legends, has probably imparted an additional 
wildness to the strange story of Lady Eleanore 
RochchfFe 

The ship in which she came passenger had 
amved at Newport, whence Lady Eleanore was 
conveyed to Boston in the Governor’s coach, 
attended by a small escort of gentlemen on 
horseback The ponderous equipage, with its 
four black horses, attracted much notice as it 
rumbled through Cornhill, surrounded by the 
prancing steeds of half a dozen cavaliers, with 
swords dangling to their stirrups and pistols at 
their holsters Through the large glass en- 
dows of the coach, as it rolled along, the people 
could discern the figure of Lady Eleanore, 
strangely combining an almost queenly stateli- 
ness with the grace and beauty of a maiden in 
her teens A singular tale had gone abroad 
among the ladies of the province, that their fair 
nval was indebted for much of the irresistible 
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charm of her appearance to a certain article of 
dress — an embroidered mantle — which had 
been wrought by the most skilful artist in Lon- 
don, and possessed even magical properties of 
adornment On the present occasion, however, 
she owed nothing to the witchery of dress, being 
clad in a nding-habit of velvet, which would 
have appeared stiff and ungraceful on any other 
form 

The coachman reined in his four black steeds, 
and the whole cavalcade came to a pause in 
front of the contorted iron balustrade that fenced 
the Province House from the public street. It 
was an awkward coinadence that the bell of the 
Old South was just then tolling for a funeral , 
so that, instead of a gladsome peal with which 
It was customary to announce the amval of dis- 
tinguished strangers. Lady Eleanore Rochcliffe 
was ushered bv a doleful clang, as if calamity 
had come embodied in her beautiful person 

“ A very great disrespect ' ” exclaimed Cap- 
tain Langford, an English officer who had re- 
cently brought despatches to Governor Shute 
“ The funeral should have been deferred, lest 
Lady Eleanore’s spirits be affected by such a 
dismal welcome ” 

“ With your pardon, sir,” replied Dr 
Clarke, a physician, and a famous champion of 
the popular party, ” whatever the heralds may 
pretend, a dead beggar must have precedence 
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of a living queen King Death confers high 
privileges 

These remarks were interchanged while the 
speakers waited a passage through the croud, 
which had gathered on each side of the gateway, 
leaving an open avenue to the portal of' the 
Province House A black slave in hvery now 
leaped from behind the coach, and threw open 
the door, while at the same moment Governor 
Shute descended the flight of steps from his 
mansion, to assist Lady Eleanore in alighting 
But the Governor’s stately approach was anti- 
cipated m a manner that excited general aston- 
ishment A pale young man, wath his black 
hair all in disorder, rushed from the throng, and 
prostrated himself beside the coach, thus offer- 
ing his person as a footstool for Lady Eleanore 
Rochcliffe to tread upon She held back an - 
instant, yet with an expression as if doubting 
whether the young man were worthy to bear 
the weight of her footstep, rather than dissatis- 
fied to receive such awful reverence from a fel- 
low mortal 

“ Up, sir,” said the Governor sternly, at 
the same time lifting his cane over the in- 
truder “ What means the Bedlamite by this 
freak ? ” 

Nay,” answered Lady Eleanore playfully, 
but with more scorn than pity in her tone, 
your Excellency shall not stnke him When 
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men seek only to be trampled upon, it were a 
pity to deny them a favor so easily granted — 
and so well deserved ' ” 

Then, though as lightly as a sunbeam on a 
cloud, she placed her foot upon the cowenng 
form, and extended her hand to meet that of 
the Governor There was a brief interval, dur- 
ing which Lady Eleanore retained this attitude , 
and never, surely, was there an apter emblem 
of anstocracy and hereditary pnde trampling 
on human sympathies and the kindred of na- 
ture, than these two figures presented at that 
moment Yet the spectators were so smitten 
with her beauty, and so essential did pnde seem 
to the existence of such a creature, that they 
gave a simultaneous acclamation of applause 
“ Who IS this insolent young fellow ? ” in- 
quired Captain Langford, who still remained 
beside Dr Clarke " If he be in his senses, 
his impertinence demands the bastinado If 
mad. Lady Eleanore should be secured from 
further inconvenience, by his confinement ” 

" His name is Jervase Helwyse,” answered 
the Doctor , “ a youth of no birth or fortune, 
or other advantages, save the mind and soul 
that nature gave him , and being secretary to 
our colonial agent m London, it was his mis- 
fortune to meet this Lady Eleanore Rochchffe 
He loved her — and her scorn has dnven him 
mad ” 
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“ He was mad so to aspire,” observed the 
Enghsh officer 

‘‘ It may be so,” said Dr Clarke, frownmg 
as he spoke “ But I tell you, sir, I could vrell- 
nigh doubt the justice of the Heaven above 
us, if no signal humihation overtake this lady, 
who now treads so haughtily into yonder man- 
sion She seeks to place herself above the 
sympathies of our common nature, which en- 
velops all human souls See, if that nature 
do not assert its claim over her in some mode 
that shall bnng her level with the lowest ^ ” 
Never * ” cned Captain Langford indig- 
nantly — neither m hfe, nor when they lay 
her with her ancestors ” 

Not many days afterwards, the Governor gave 
a ball m honor of Lady Eleanore Rochchffe. 
The pnnapal gentry of the colony received 
invitations, which were distnbuted to their 
residences, far and near, by messengers on 
horseback, bearmg missives sealed with all the 
formality of offiaal despatches In obedience 
to the summons, there was a general gather- 
ing of rank, wealth, and beauty , and the wide 
door of the Province House had seldom given 
admittance to more numerous and honorable 
guests than on the evening of Lady Eleanore’s 
ball Without much extravagance of eulogv, 
the spectacle might even be termed splendid ; 
for, according to the fashion of the times, the 
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Indies shone m nch silks and satins, outspread 
o\ cr wide-projecting hoops , and the gentle- 
men glittered in gold embroidcrj'^, laid unspar- 
ingly upon the purple, or scarlet, or sky-blue 
velvet, which was the material of their coats and 
waistcoats The latter article of dress was of 
great importance, since it enveloped the wearer’s 
body nearly to the knees, and was perhaps 
bedizened with the amount of his whole year’s 
income, in golden flowers and foliage The 
altered taste of the present day — a taste sym- 
bolic of a deep change m the whole system of 
society — would look upon almost any of those 
gorgeous figures as ndiculous , although that 
evening the guests sought their reflections m 
the pier-glasses, and rejoiced to catch their own 
glitter amid the glittering crowd What a pity 
that one of the stately mirrors has not preserved 
a picture of the scene, which, by the very traits 
that were so transitory, might have taught us 
much that would be worth knowing and remem- 
benng > 

Would, at least, that either painter or mirror 
could convey to us some faint idea of a gar- 
ment, already noticed m this legend, — the 
Lady Eleanore’s embroidered mantle, — which 
the gossips whispered was invested with magic 
properties, so as to lend a new and untned grace 
to her figure each time that she put it on ' 
Idle fancy as it is, this mysterious mantle has 
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thrown an awe around iny image of her, partly 
from Its fabled virtues, and partly because it 
was the handiwork of a djing woman, and, 
perchance, ow^cd the fantastic grace of its con- 
ception to the delirium of approaching death 
After the ceremonial greetings had been paid, 
Lady Elcanore Rochchffe stood apart from the 
mob of guests, insulating herself wathin a small 
and distinguished circle, to whom she accorded a 
more cordial favor than to the general throng 
The wa\en torches threw' their radiance vividly 
over the scene, bringing out its bnlliant points 
in strong relief, but she gazed carelessly, and 
wath now and then an expression of weariness 
or scorn, tempered with such feminine grace 
that her auditors scarcely perceived the moral 
deformity of which it was the utterance She 
beheld the spectacle not wath \mlgar ridicule, 
as disdaining to be pleased with the provincial 
mockery of a court festival, but with the deeper 
scorn of one whose spirit held itself too high to 
partiapate in the enjoyment of other human 
souls Whether or no the recollections of those 
who saw her that evening were influenced by the 
strange events with which she w'as subsequently 
connected, so it was that her figure ever after 
recurred to them as marked b) something wild 
and unnatural, — although at the time the 
general whisper was of her exceeding beauty, 
and of the mdescnbable charm which her man- 
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ik threw irouiul her. '^onic cl()<:c oh''.cr\trs, 
imittd, cietecteJ ik\tn'^h flush iiui nittrintc 
jnkiK^s of counttmnee, w ith n corrcspondinc; 
llnu nmi revulsion of spirit*, nmi once or twice 
n pninful and hclple'^s hetnval of lassitude, .xs 
if she V ere on the point of sinking to the 
ground Then, with a nervous shudder, she 
seemed to arouse- her energies, and threv some 
hnght and plavful \et Inlf-wickcd sarcasm into 
the conversation There was so strange a 
characteristic in her manners and sentiments 
that It xstonished ev’crv right-minded listener , 
till looking in her face, a lurking and incom- 
prehensible glance and smile perplexed them 
with doubts both as to her seriousness and 
sanirv GradualK, I^adv Meanore Rochcliffe’s 
circle grew smaller, till only four gentlemen re- 
mained in It These were Captain Langford, 
the English officer before mentioned , a Virgin- 
ian planter, who had come to Massachusetts 
on some political errand, a >oung Episcopal 
clergv'man, the grandson of a British carl , and, 
lastlp, the private secrctar}*^ of Governor Shutc, 
whose obsequiousness had won a sort of toler- 
ance from Lady Llcanorc 

At different periods of the evening, the liv- 
ened servants of the Province House passed 
among the guests, bearing huge trays of refresh- 
ments and French and Spanish wines Lady 
Eleanore Rochcliffc, who refused to wet her 
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Hon to Lady Eleanore It was no other than 
that she should throw off the mantle, which, 
while he pressed the silver cup of wine upon 
her, she had drawn more closely around her 
form, so as almost to shroud herself within it 
“ Cast It from you ^ ’’ exclaimed Jervase Hel~ 
wyse, clasping his hands in an agony of en- 
treaty It may not yet be too late ^ Give the 
accursed garment to the flames ' 

But Lady Eleanore, with a laugh of scorn, 
drew the nch folds of the embroidered mantle 
over her head, in such a fashion as to give a 
completely new aspect to her beautiful face, 
which — half hidden, half revealed — seemed 
to belong to some being of mystenous charac- 
ter and purposes 

“Farewell, Jervase HelwyseL’ said she 
“ Keep my image in your remembrance, as you 
behold It now 

“ Alas, lady ^ ’’ he replied, m a tone no 
longer wild, but sad as a funeral bell “We 
must meet shortly, when your face may wear 
another aspect — and that shall be the image 
that must abide within me ” 

He made no more resistance to the violent 
efforts of the gentlemen and servants, who 
almost dragged him out of the apartment, and 
dismissed him roughly from the iron gate of 
the Province House Captain Langford, who 
had been very active in this affair, was return- 
60 



LAD'i ELHANORL'S MAN'I L1-: 


mg to the )irc':cnco of I' leinorc Roch- 
dific, uhen he encountered the physician, Dr. 
Clarke, with whom he had lield some casual 
talk on the dav of hei arrival The Doctor 
stood apart, separated from Dad)' I' lcanore by 
the width of the room, but eyeing her with 
such keen sagacity that Captain Langford in- 
\ oluntarily gave him credit for the discovery 
of some deep secret 

“You appear to be smitten, after all, with 
the charms of this queenly maiden,” said he, 
hoping thus to draw forth the physician’s hid- 
den knowledge 

“ God forbid ’ ” answered Dr Clarke with a 
grave smile , “ and if you be w'lsc, you will put 
up the same prayer for yourself Woe to those 
who shall be smitten by this beautiful Lady 
Elcanorc ' But yonder stands the Governor 
— and I have a word or tavo for his pnvate 
ear Good-night * ” 

He accordingly advanced to Governor Shute, 
and addressed him m so low a tone that none 
of the bystanders could catch a word of what 
he said, although the sudden change of his Ex- 
cellency’s hitherto cheerful visage betokened 
that the communication could be of no agree- 
able import A very few moments afterwards 
It was announced to the guests that an unfore- 
seen arcumstance rendered it necessary to put 
a premature close to the festival 
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The ball at the Province House supplied a 
topic of conversation for the colonial metropo- 
lis for some days after its occurrence^ and might 
still longer have been the general theme, only 
that a subject of all-engrossing interest thrusl 
it, for a time, from the public recollccDon 
This was the appearance of a dreadful epidemic, 
which, m that age and long before and after- 
wards, was wont to slay its hundreds and thou- 
sands on both sides of the Atlantic. On the 
occasion of which we speak, it was distinguished 
by a peculiar \nrulence, insomuch that it has 
left: Its traces — its pit-marks, to use an appro- 
priate figure — on the history of the countn, 
the affairs of which were thrown into confusion 
by Its ravages At first, unlike its ordinan' 
course, the disease seemed to confine itself to 
the higher arcles of soaers , selecting its \ncams 
from among the proud, the well-born, and the 
wealthy, entenng unabashed into stately cham- 
bers, and lying down with the slumberers in 
silken beds Some of the most distinguished 
guests of the Province House — even those 
whom the haughrs* Lady Eleanore Rochchffe 
had deemed not unworthy of her favor — were 
stneken by this fatal scourge It was noticed, 
with an ungenerous bitterness of feeling, that 
the four gentlemen — the Virginian, the Bnt- 
ish officer, the young clergyman, and the Goi - 
emor’s secretary — who had been her most 
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dc\ olcd nttcndints on the evening of the brill, 
were the foremo'^t on wliom the phguc stroke 
fell Hut the disense, pursuing its onward pro- 
gress, soon censed to be exclusively a preroga- 
ti\ 0 of anstocmc) Its red brand was no longer 
conferred like n noble’s star, or an order of 
knighthood It threaded its way through the 
narrow and crooked streets, and entered the 
low", mean, darksome dwellings, and laid its 
hand of death upon the artisans and labor- 
ing classes of the town It compelled nch and 
poor to feel themselves brethren then , and 
stalking to and fro across the Three Hills, with 
a fierceness which made it almost a new pesti- 
lence, there was that mighty conqueror — that 
scourge and horror of our forefathers — the 
Small-Pox * 

We cannot estimate the affright which this 
plague inspired of yore by contemplating it 
as the fangless monster of the present day 
We must remember, rather, with what awe we 
watched the gigantic footsteps of the Asiatic 
cholera, stndmg from shore to shore of the At- 
lantic, and marching like destiny upon cities 
far remote which flight had already half depop- 
ulated There is no other fear so homble and 
unhumamzing as that which makes man dread 
to breathe heaven’s vital air lest it be poison, 
or to grasp the hand of a brother or friend lest 
the gnpe of the pestilence should clutch him 
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Such was the dismay that now follow^cd in the 
track of the disease, or ran before it throughout 
the town Graves w^ere hastily dug, and the 
pestilential relics as hastily covered, because 
the dead were enemies of the living, and strove 
to draw them headlong, as it were, into their 
ovm dismal pit The public counals were sus- 
pended, as if mortal wisdom might relinquish 
its devices, now that an unearthly usurper had 
found his way into the ruler’s mansion Had 
an enemy’s fleet been hovenng on the coast, 
or his armies trampling on our soil, the people 
would probably have committed their defence 
to that same direful conqueror who had wrought 
their own calamity, and would permit no inter- 
ference with his sway This conqueror had a 
symbol of his tnumphs It was a blood-red 
flag, that fluttered in the tainted air, over the 
door of every dwelling into which the Small- 
Pox had entered 

Such a banner was long since waving over the 
portal of the Province House , for thence, as 
was proved by tracking its footsteps back, had 
all this dreadful mischief issued It had been 
traced back to a lady’s luxunous chamber — to 
the proudest of the proud — to her that was so 
delicate, and hardly owned herself of earthly 
mould — to the haughty one, who took her 
stand above human sympathies — to Lady El- 
eanore ^ There remained no room for doubt that 
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the contagion had lurked m that gorgeous man- 
tle, which threw so strange a grace around her 
at the festival Its fantastic splendor had been 
conceived in the delinous brain of a woman on 
her death-bed, and was the last toil of her stif- 
fening fingers, which had interwoven fate and 
misery ividi its golden threads This dark tale, 
whispered at first, was now bruited far and wide. 
The people raved against the Lady Eleanore, 
and cned out that her pnde and scorn had 
evoked a fiend, and that, between them both, this 
monstrous evil had been born At times, their 
rage and despair took the semblance of grin- 
ning mirth , and whenever the red flag of the 
pestilence was hoisted over another and yet 
another door, they clapped their hands and 
shouted through the streets, in bitter mock- 
ery “ Behold a new triumph for the Lady 
Eleanore ' ” 

One day, in the midst of these dismal times, 
a wild figure approached the portal of the Pro- 
vince House, and folding his arms, stood con- 
templating the scarlet banner which a passing 
breeze shook fitfully, as if to fling abroad the 
contagion that it typified At length, climbing 
one of the pillars by means of the iron balus- 
trade, he took down the flag and entered the 
mansion, waving it above his head At the foot 
of the staircase he met the Governor, booted 
and spurred, with his cloak drawn around him, 
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evidendy on the point of setting forth upon a 
journey 

“Wretched lunatic, what do you seek herc^’* 
exclaimed Shute, extending his cane to guard 
himself from contact “ There is nothing here 
but Death Back — or you vr\\\ meet him 
“ Death will not touch me, the banner-bearer 
of the pestilence * cried Jerv^ase Helwyse, 
shaking the red flag aloft “ Death, and the 
Pestilence, who wears the aspect of the Lady 
Eleanore, will walk through the streets to- 
night, and I must march before them with this 
banner ^ '' 

“ Why do I waste words on the fellow ^ ” 
muttered the Governor, drawing his cloak across 
his mouth “ What matters his miserable life, 
when none of us are sure of t^velve hours’ 
breath ^ On, fool, to your own destruction * ” 
He made way for Jervase Helwy^se, who 
immediately ascended the staircase, but, on the 
first landing-place, was arrested by the firm 
grasp of a hand upon his shoulder Looking 
fiercely up, with a madman’s impulse to strug- 
gle with and rend asunder his opponent, he 
found himself powerless beneath a calm, stern 
eye, which possessed the mystenous property 
of quelling frenzy at its height The person 
whom he had now encountered was the phy- 
siaan. Dr Clarke, the duties of whose sad pro- 
fession had led him to the Province House, 
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where he was an infrequent guest in more pros- 
perous times 

“ Young man, what is your purpose ? ” de- 
manded he 

“ I seek the Lady Eleanore,” answered Jer- 
vase Helwyse submissively 

“ All have fled from her,” said the physiaan 
“ Why do you seek her now ? I tell you, 
youth, her nurse fell death-stncken on the 
threshold of that fatal chamber Know ye not, 
that never came such a curse to our shores as 
this lovely Lady Eleanore ? — that her breath 
has filled the air with poison? — that she has 
shaken pestilence and death upon the land, 
from the folds of her accursed mantle ? ” 

“ Let me look upon her ' ” rejoined the mad 
youth more wildly “ Let me behold her, in 
her aivful beauty, clad in the regal garments 
of the pestilence ' She and Death sit on a 
throne together Let me kneel down before 
them ' ” 

“ Poor youth ' ” said Dr Clarke , and, 
moved by a deep sense of human weakness, a 
smile of caustic humor curled his hp even then 
“ Wilt thou still worship the destroyer and sur- 
round her image with fantasies the more mag- 
nificent, the more evil she has wrought ? Thus 
man doth ever to his tyrants Approach, then ' 
Madness, as I have noted, has that good effi- 
cacy, that It will guard you from contagion — 
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and perchance its o\vn cure may be found in 
yonder chamber ’’ 

Ascending another flight of stairs, he threw 
open a door and signed to Jerv’’asc Helv\^ sc that 
he should enter The poor lunatic, it seems 
probable, had chenshed a delusion that his 
haughty mistress sat m state, unharmed herself 
by the pestilential influence, which, as by en- 
chantment, she scattered round about her He 
dreamed, no doubt, that her beauty was not 
dimmed, but bnghtened into superhuman splen- 
dor With such anticipations, he stole rever- 
entially to the door at which the ph\siaan 
stood, but paused upon the threshold, gazing 
fearfully into the gloom of the darkened cham- 
ber 

Where is the Lady Eleanore ^ ” whispered 
he 

“ Call her,” replied the physician 
Lady Eleanore ' — Princess ^ — Queen of 
Death ^ ” cned Jervase Helwyse, advanang 
three steps into the chamber She is not 
here ^ There, on yonder table, I behold the 
sparkle of a diamond which once she wore upon 
her bosom There’* — and he shuddered — - 
there hangs her mantle, on which a dead 
woman embroidered a spell of dreadful potency 
But where is the Lady Eleanore ? ” 

Something stirred within the silken curtains 
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of a canopied bed , and a low moan was uttered, 
which, listening intently, Jervase Helwyse be- 
gan to distinguish as a woman’s voice, complain- 
ing dolefully of thirst He fancied, even, that 
he recogmzed its tones 

“ My throat ' — my throat is scorched,” 
murmured the voice “ A drop of water ' ” 

“ What thing art thou ? ” said the brain- 
stncken youth, drawing near the bed and tear- 
ing asunder its curtains " Whose voice hast 
thou stolen for thy murmurs and miserable peti- 
tions, as if Lady Eleanore could be conscious 
of mortal infirmity ? Fie ' Heap of diseased 
mortality, why lurkest thou m my lady’s cham- 
ber ? ” 

“ O Jervase Helwyse,” said the voice, — and 
as It spoke the figure contorted itself, struggling 
to hide Its blasted face, — “ look not now on the 
woman you once loved ' The curse of Heaven 
hath stncken me, because I would not call man 
my brother, nor woman sister I wrapped my- 
self in PRIDE as m a mantle, and scorned the 
sympathies of nature , and therefore has nature 
made this wretched body the medium of a dread- 
ful sympathy You are avenged — they are all 
avenged — Nature is avenged — for I am El- 
eanore Rochchffe ' ” 

The malice of his mental disease, the bitter- 
ness lurking at the bottom of his heart, mad as 
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he was, for a blighted and ruined life, and love 
that had been paid vith cruel scorn, awoke 
vnthin the breast of Jervase Hciw'jse He 
shook his finger at the wretched girl, and the 
chamber echoed, the curtains of the bed were 
shaken, with his outburst of insane merri- 
ment 

Another tnumph for the Lady Eleanore ^ 
he cned All have been her \nctims * Who 
so worthy to be the final victim as herself^ '' 
Impelled by some new fantasy of his crazed 
intellect, he snatched the fatal mantle and rushed 
from the chamber and the house That night 
a procession passed, by torchlight, through the 
streets, beanng in the midst the figure of a wo- 
man, enveloped with a nchly embroidered man- 
tle, while m advance stalked Jervase Helwjse, 
waving the red flag of the pestilence Amving 
opposite the Province House, the mob burned 
the effigy, and a strong wind came and swept 
away the ashes It was said that, from that very 
hour, the pestilence abated, as if its sway had 
some mystenous connection, from the first 
plague stroke to the last, with Lady Eleanore’s 
Mantle A remarkable uncertainty broods over 
that unhappy lady’s fate There is a belief, 
however, that m a certain chamber of this man- 
sion a female form may sometimes be duskily 
discerned, shnnking into the darkest comer and 
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own entreaties, of course, were urged to the 
same effect, and our \enerable guest, well 
pleased to find willing auditors, awaited only 
the return of Mr Thomas Waite, who had 
been summoned forth to pro\nde accommoda- 
tions for several new arrivals Perchance the 
pubhc — but be this as its own capnce and ours 
shall settle the matter — may read the result in 
another Tale of the Province House 
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spint, the blood flushed his withered visage even 
to the roots of his white hair, and he shook 
his clenched fist at the tno of peaceful auditors, 
seeming to fancy enemies in those who felt very 
kindly towards the desolate old soul But ever 
and anon, sometimes in the midst of his most 
earnest talk, this anaent person’s intellect would 
wander vaguely, losing its hold of the matter in 
hand, and groping for it amid misty shadows. 
Then would he cackle forth a feeble laugh, and 
express a doubt whether his wits — for bv that 
phrase it pleased our anaent friend to signify 
his mental powers — were not gettmg a httle 
the worse for wear. 

Under these disadvantages, the old lo%aIist’s 
storv required more revision to render it fit for 
the public eye than those of the senes which 
have preceded it, nor should it be concealed 
that the sentiment and tone of the affair may 
have undergone some shght, or perchance more 
than slight, metamorphosis, in its transmission 
to the reader through the medium of a thor-' 
oughgoing democrat. The tale itself is a mere 
sketch, with no mvoludon of plot, nor any 
great interest of events, yet possessing, if I 
have rehearsed it anght, that pensive influence 
over the mind which the shadow of the old 
Province House flings upon the loiterer m its 
court-yard. 
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I'hc lunir hul comt — the hnurtif defeat and 
humilntion — u!)en Sir \\ dlnin llos\o\sasto 
jn*''; o\er the threshold of the l’ro\ince House, 
and cnihark,\\uh no sucli tnuniplnl ceremonies 
as he onee promised himself, on board the Unt- 
ish fleet lie bide his sere ants and mihtarv 
attendants go before him, and lingered a mo- 
ment in the loneliness of the mansion, to quell 
the fierce emotions that stniggled in his bosom 
as with a death throb I’reterible, then, would 
he ha\c deemed his fate, had a warrior's death 
left him a claim to the narrow ternton of a 
graec within the soil which the King had gie’cn 
him to defend With an ominous perception 
that, as his departing footsteps echoed aclown 
the staircase, the swav of Britain was passing for- 
ever from New b ngland, he smote his clenched 
hand on his brow, and cursed the destiny that 
had flung the shame of a dismembered empire 
upon him 

“ Would to God,” cned he, hardly repress- 
ing his tears of rage, “ that the rebels were even 
now at the doorstep ' A blood-stain upon the 
floor should then bear testimony that the last 
Bntish ruler was faithful to his trusL” 

The tremulous voice of a woman replied to 
his exclamation 

“ Heaven’s cause and the King’s are one,” 
It said “ Go forth. Sir William How'e, and 
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trust in Heaven to bnng back a Royal Gov- 
ernor in triumph ” 

Subduing at once the passion to which he 
had yielded only in the faith that it was unwit- 
nessed, Sir William Howe became conscious 
that an aged woman, leaning on a gold-headed 
staff, was standing betwixt him and the door 
It was old Esther Dudley, who had dwelt al- 
most immemonal years in this mansion, until 
her presence seemed as inseparable from it as 
the recollections of its history She was the 
daughter of an ancient and once eminent fam- 
ily, which had fallen into poverty and decay, 
and left its last descendant no resource save the 
bounty of the King, nor any shelter except 
within the walls of ^e Province House An 
office m the household, with merely nominal 
duties, had been assigned to her as a pretext for 
the payment of a small pension, the greater part 
of which she expended m adorning herself with 
an antique magnificence of attire The claims 
of Esther Dudley’s gentle blood were acknow- 
ledged by all the successive Governors , and 
they treated her with the punctilious courtesy 
which It was her foible to demand, not always 
with success, from a neglectful world The only 
actual share which she assumed in the business 
of the mansion was to ghde through its passages 
and public chambers, late at night, to see that 
the servants had dropped no fire from their flar- 
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mg torches, nor left emhers crackling and May- 
ing on the hearths Perhaps it was this inva- 
naMe custom of walking her rounds in the hush 
of midnight that caused the superstition of the 
times to in\est the old woman with attributes 
of awe and m\stcr\ , fahhng that she had en- 
tered the portal of the Province House, none 
knew whence, in the tram of the first Rojal Gov- 
ernor, and that it was her fate to dwell there till 
the last should ha\ e departed But Sir William 
Howe, if he ever heard this legend, had forgot- 
ten It 

“Mistress Dudley, why are )ou loitcnng 
hcrc^ ” asked he, wath some seventy of tone 
“ It is my pleasure to be the last in this man- 
sion of the King ” 

“ Not so, if It please )our Fxccllenc)',” an- 
sw'crcd the time-stncken woman “ This roof 
has sheltered me long I wall not pass from it 
until they bear me to the tomb of my fore- 
fathers What other shelter is there for old 
Esther Dudley, save the Province House or 
the grave ? ” 

“ Now Heaven forgive me ' ” said Sir Wil- 
liam Howe to himself “ I was about to leave 
this wretched old creature to starve or beg 
Take this, good Mistress Dudley,” he added, 
putting a purse into her hands “ King George’s 
head on these golden guineas is sterling yet, and 
will continue so, I warrant you, even should the 
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rebels crown John Hancock their king That 
purse will buy a better shelter than the Pro- 
vince House can now afford 

While the burden of life remains upon me, 
I will have no other shelter than this roof/' 
persisted Esther Dudley, stnking her staff upon 
the floor with a gesture that expressed immov- 
able resolve “ And when your Excellency 
returns m tnumph, I will totter into the porch 
to welcome you " 

My poor old friend * " answered the Brit- 
ish General, — and all his manly and martial 
pnde could no longer restrain a gush of bitter 
tears This is an evil hour for you and me 
The Province which the King intrusted to my 
charge is lost I go hence in misfortune — per- 
chance in disgrace — to return no more And 
you, whose present being is incorporated with 
the past — who have seen Governor after Gov- 
ernor, in stately pageantry, ascend these steps 

— whose whole life has been an observance of 
majestic ceremonies, and a worship of the King 

— how will you endure the change ^ Come 
with us ! Bid farewell to a land that has shaken 
off Its allegiance, and live still under a royal 
government, at Halifax ” 

Never, never ^ ” said the pertinaaous old 
dame “ Here will I abide, and King George 
shall still have one true subject in his disloyal 
Province " 
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“ Bcshrcw the old fool ' ” muttered Sir Wil- 
liam Howe, grow'ing impatient of her obsti- 
nacy, and ashamed of the emotion into which he 
had been betrayed “ She is the very moral 
of old-fashioned prejudice, and could exist no- 
where but m this musty edifice Well, then. 
Mistress Dudley, since you w'lll needs t^Lrry, I 
give the Pro\nnce House m charge to you 
Take this key, and keep it safe until myself, or 
some other Royal Governor, shall demand it 
of you ” 

Smiling bitterly at himself and her, he took 
the heavy key of the Province House, and de- 
livering It into the old lady’s hands, drew^ his 
cloak around him for departure As the Gen- 
eral glanced back at Esther Dudley’s antique 
figure, he deemed her well fitted for such a 
charge, as being so perfect a representative of 
the decayed past — of an age gone by, with its 
manners, opinions, faith, and feelings, aU fallen 
into oblivion or scorn — of what had once been 
a reality, but was now merely a vision of faded 
magnificence Then Sir William Howe strode 
forth, smiting his clenched hands together, m 
the fierce anguish of his spint , and old Esther 
Dudley was left to keep watch in the lonely 
Province House, dwelling there with memory , 
and if Hope ever seemed to flit around her, 
still was It Memory in disguise 

The total change of affairs that ensued on the 
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departure of the Bntish troops did not drive 
the venerable lady from her stronghold There 
was not, for many years afterwards, a Governor 
of Massachusetts , and the magistrates, who had 
charge of such matters, saw no objection to Es- 
ther Dudley’s residence in the Province House, 
espeaallv as they must otherwise have paid a 
hirehng for taking care of the premises, which 
with her was a labor of love And so they left 
her the undisturbed mistress of the old histone 
edifice Many and strange were the fables which 
the gossips whispered about her, in all the chim- 
ney-corners of the town Among the time-wom 
articles of furniture that had been left in the man- 
sion there was a tall, antique mirror, which was 
well worthy of a tale by itself, and perhaps may 
hereafter be the theme of one The gold of 
Its heavily wrought frame was tarnished, and its 
surface so blurred, that the old woman’s figure, 
whenever she paused before it, looked mdistinct 
and ghost-hke But it was the general belief 
that Esther could cause the Governors of the 
overthrown dynasty, with the beautiful ladies 
who had once adorned their festivals, the In- 
dian chiefs who had come up to the Province 
House to hold council or swear allegiance, the 
gnm Provincial wamors, the severe clergymen 
— in short, all the pageantry of gone days — 
all the figures that ever swept across the broad 
plate of glass m former times — she could cause 
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the whole to reappear, and people the inner 
world of the mirror with shadows of old life 
Such legends as these, together with the singu- 
lanty of her isolated existence, her age, and the 
infirmity that each added winter flung upon her, 
made Mistress Dudley the object both of fear 
and pity , and it was partly the result of either 
sentiment that, amid all the angry license of the 
times, neither wrong nor insult ever fell upon 
her unprotected head Indeed, there was so 
much haughtiness m her demeanor towards in- 
truders, among whom she reckoned all persons 
acting under the new authondes, that it was 
really an affair of no small nerve to look her in 
the face And to do the people justice, stem 
republicans as they had now become, they were 
well content that the old gentlewoman, in her 
hoop petticoat and faded embroidery, should 
still haunt the palace of rained pnde and over- 
'thrown power, the symbol of a departed sys- 
tem, embodying a history m her person So 
Esther Dudley dwelt year after year in the Pro- 
vince House, still reverenang all that others 
had flung aside, still faithful to her King, who, 
so long as the venerable dame yet held her post, 
might be said to retain one true subject in New 
England, and one spot of the empire that had 
been wrested from him 

And did she dwell there in utter loneliness 
Rumor said, not so Whenever her chill and 
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withered heart desired warmth, she was wont to 
summon a black slave of Governor Shirley's 
from the blurred mirror, and send him in search 
of guests who had long ago been familiar in those 
deserted chambers Forth vent the sable mes- 
senger, with the starlight or the moonshine 
gleaming through him, and did his errand in the 
bunal ground, knocking at the iron doors of 
tombs, or upon the marble slabs that covered 
them, and whispenng to those within ‘‘My 
mistress, old Esther Dudlev, bids you to the 
Province House at midnight'’ And punctu- 
ally as the clock of the Old South told twelve 
came the shadows of the Olivers, the Hutchin- 
sons, the Dudleys, all the grandees of a bygone 
generation, gliding beneath the portal into the 
well-known mansion, where Esther mingled 
with them as if she likewise were a shade 
Without vouching for the truth of such tradi- 
tions, it is certain that Mistress Dudley some- 
times assembled a few of the stanch, though 
crestfallen, old tones, who had lingered in the 
rebel town dunng those days of wrath and tnb- 
ulation Out of a cobwebbed bottle, contain- 
ing liquor that a royal Governor might have 
smacked his lips over, they quaffed healths to 
the King, and babbled treason to the Republic, 
feeling as if the protecting shadow of the throne 
were still flung around them But, draining the 
last drops of their liquor, they stole timorously 
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homeward, and answered not again if the rude 
mob reviled them in the street 

Yet Esther Dudley’s most frequent and fa- 
vored guests were the children of the town 
Towards them she was never stern A kindly 
and loving nature, hindered elsewhere from its 
free course by a thousand rocky prejudices, lav- 
ished Itself upon these little ones By bribes 
of gingerbread of her own making, stamped 
with a royal crown, she tempted their sunny 
sportiveness beneath the gloomy portal of the 
Province House, and would often beguile them 
to spend a whole play-day there, sitting m a 
circle round the verge of her hoop petticoat, 
greedily attentive to her stones of a dead world 
And when these little boys and girls stole forth 
again from the dark, mysterious mansion, they 
went bewldered, full of old feelings that graver 
people had long ago forgotten, rubbing their 
eyes at the world around them as if they had 
gone astray into anaent times, and become chil- 
dren of the past At home, when their parents 
asked where they had loitered such a weary 
while, and with whom they had been at play, 
the chddren would talk of all the departed wor- 
thies of the Province, as far back as Governor 
Belcher and the haughty dame of Sir William 
Phipps It would seem as though they had 
been sitting on the knees of these famous per- 
sonages, whom the grave had hidden for half a 
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centur}^ and had toyed with the embroidery 
of their rich waistcoats, or roguishJy pulled the 
long curls of their flowing wigs But Gov- 
ernor Belcher has been dead this many a year/’ 
would the mother say to her little boy And 
did you really see him at the Province House? 

Ohj yes, dear mother ! yes ! ” the half-dream- 
ing child would answer But when old Esther 

had done speaking about him, he faded away 
out of his chair ” Thus, without affnghting her 
little guests, she led them by the hand into 
the chambers of her own desolate heart, and 
made childhood^s fancy discern the ghosts that 
haunted there 

Living so continually in her own circle of 
ideas, and never regulating her mind by a proper 
reference to present things, Esther Dudley ap- 
pears to have grown partially crazed It was 
found that she had no nght sense of the pro- 
gress and true state of the Revolutionary War, 
but held a constant faith that the armies of 
Britain were victorious on every field, and des- 
tined to be ultimately triumphant Whenever 
the town rejoiced for a battle won by Washing- 
ton, or Gates, or Morgan, or Greene, the news, 
in passing through the door of the Province 
House, as through the ivory gate of dreams, 
became metamorphosed into a strange tale of 
the prowess of Howe, Clinton, or Cornwallis 
Sooner or later it was her invinable belief the 
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colonies would be prostrate at the footstool of 
the King Sometimes she seemed to take for 
granted that such was already the case On 
one occasion, she startled the townspeople by 
a brilliant illumination of the Province House, 
with candles at every pane of glass, and a trans- 
parency of the King’s initials and a crown of 
light in the great balcony window The figure 
of the aged woman in the most gorgeous of her 
mildewed velvets and brocades was seen pass- 
ing from casement to casement, until she paused 
before the balcony, and flounshed a huge key 
above her head Her wnnkled visage actually 
gleamed with tnumph, as if the soul within her 
were a festal lamp 

^‘^What means this blaze of light? What 
does old Esther’s joy portend ? ” whispered a 
spectator It is frightful to see her gliding 
about the chambers, and rejoiang there without 
a soul to bear her company ” 

It is as if she were making merry m a 
tomb,” said another 

Pshaw ^ It is no such mystery,” observed 
an old man, after some bnef exerase of memory 
Mistress Dudley is keeping jubilee for the 
King of England’s birthday ” 

Then the people laughed aloud, and would 
have thrown mud against the blazing transpar- 
ency of the King’s crown and initials, only that 
they pitied the poor old dame, who was so dis- 
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mally triumphant amid the wreck and rum of 
the system to which she appertained 

Oftentimes it was her custom to climb the 
weary staircase that wound upward to the cu- 
pola, and thence strain her dimmed eyesight 
seaward and countryward, watching for a Bnt- 
ish fleet, or for the march of a grand procession, 
with the King’s banner floating over it The 
passengers in the street below would discern 
her anxious visage, and send up a shout, When 
the golden Indian on the Province House shall 
s^oot his arrow, and when the cock on the Old 
South spire shall ''row, then look for a Royal 
Governor again ^ ” — foi this had grown a by- 
word through the town And at last, after 
long, long years, old Esther Dudley knew, or 
perchance she only dreamed, that a Royal Gov- 
ernor was on the eve of returning to the Pro- 
vince House, to receive the heavy key which 
Sir William Howe had committed to her charge 
Now It was the fact that intelligence beating 
some faint analogy to Esther’s version of it was 
current among the townspeople She set the 
mansion in the best order that her means 
allowed, and, arraying herself in silks and tar- 
nished gold, stood long before the blurred mir- 
ror to admire her own magnificence As she 
gazed, the gray and withered lady moved her 
ashen lips, murmuring half aloud, talking to 
shapes that she saw within the mirror, to shad- 
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ows of her own fantasies, to the household 
fnends of memory, and bidding them rejoice 
with her and come forth to meet the Governor 
And while absorbed in this communion, Mis- 
tress Dudley heard the tramp of many footsteps 
in the street, and, looking out at the window, 
beheld what she construed as the Royal Gov- 
ernor’s arrival 

“ O happy day ' O blessed, blessed hour ' ” 
she exclaimed ‘‘ Let me but bid him welcome 
within the portal, and my task in the Province 
House, and on earth, is done ' ” 

Then with tottering feet, which age and trem- 
ulous joy caused to tread amiss, she hurried 
down the grand staircase, her silks sweeping and 
rustling as she went, so that the sound was as 
if a train of spectral courtiers were thronging 
from the dim mirror And Esther Dudley 
fancied that as soon as the wide door should be 
flung open, all the pomp and splendor of by- 
gone times would pace majestically into the 
Province House, and the gilded tapestr)" of the 
past would be brightened by the sunshine of 
the present She turned the key — withdrew 
It from the lock — unclosed the door — and 
stepped across the threshold Advancing up 
the court-) ard appeared a person of most dig- 
nified mien, with tokens, as hsther interpreted 
them, of gentle blood, high rank, and long-ac- 
customed authonta, e\en in his walk and e\en 
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gesture He was nchlv dressed, but wore a 
gouty shoe, which, however, did not lessen the 
stateliness of his gait Around and behind him 
were people in plain dvic dresses, and two or 
three war-worn veterans, evidently officers of 
rank, arrayed in a uniform of blue and buff 
But Esther Dudley, firm in the belief that had 
fastened its roots about her heart, beheld only 
the principal personage, and never doubted that 
this was the long-looked-for Governor, to whom 
she was to surrender up her charge As he ap- 
proached, she involuntarily sank down on her 
knees, and trembhngly held forth the heavy 
key 

Receive mv trust < take it quickly ! ” cned 
she ; “ for methmks Death is stnving to snatch 
away my triumph But he comes too late 
Thank Heaven for this blessed hour^ God 
save King George * ” 

That, Madam, is a strange prayer to be 
offered up at such a moment,” rephed the un- 
known guest of the Province House, and cour- 
teously removing his hat, he offered his arm to 
raise the aged woman Yet, in reverence for 
your gray hairs and long-kept faith. Heaven 
forbid that anv here should sav vou nay Over 
the realms which still acknowledge his sceptre, 
God save King George ^ ” 

Esther Dudley started to her feet, and has- 
tily clutching back the kev, gazed with fearful 
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earnestness at the stranger , and dimly and 
doubtfully, as if suddenly awakened from a 
dream, her bewildered eyes half recognized his 
face Years ago she had known him among 
the gentry of the province But the ban of the 
King had fallen upon him ^ How, then, came 
the doomed victim here ? Proscnbed, excluded 
from mercy, the monarch’s most dreaded and 
hated foe, this New England merchant had stood 
tnumphantly against a kingdom’s strength , and 
his foot now trod upon humbled Royalty, as he 
ascended the steps of the Province House, the 
people’s chosen Governor of Massachusetts 
‘‘ Wretch, wretch that I am ^ ” muttered the 
old woman, with such a heart-broken expression 
that the tears gushed from the stranger’s eyes 
Have I bidden a traitor welcome ? Come, 
Death ^ come quickly ^ ” 

Alas, venerable lady ^ ” said Governor 
Hancock, lending her his support with all the 
reverence that a courtier would have shown to 
a queen Your life has been prolonged until 
the world has changed around you You have 
treasured up all that time has rendered worth- 
less — the principles, feelings, manners, modes 
of being and acting, which another generation 
has flung aside — and you are a symbol of the 
past And I, and these around me — we re- 
present a new rice of men — living no longer 
m the past, scarcely in the present — but pro- 
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jecting our lives forward into the future. Ceas- 
ing to model ourselves on ancestral superstitions. 
It IS our faith and pnnaple to press onward, 
onward ^ Yet,” continued he, turning to his 
attendants, let us reverence, for the last time, 
the stately and gorgeous prejudices of the tot- 
tering Past * ” 

While the Repubhcan Governor spoke, he 
had continued to support the helpless form of 
Esther Dudley ; her weight grew heavier a^ninst 
his arm ; but at last, with a sudden effort to 
free herself the anaent woman sank down be- 
side one of the pillars of the portal The kev 
of the Province House fell from her grasp, and 
clanked against the stone, 

I have been faithful unto death,*’ murmured 
she, God save the Kmg ^ ” 

“ She hath done her office ' ” said Hancock 
solemnlv. We will follow her reverent! v to 
the tomb of her ancestors , and then, mv fellow 
atizens, onward — onward ^ We are no longer 
children of the Past ^ ” 


As the old loyahst concluded his narrative, 
the enthusiasm which had been fitfully flashing 
within his sunken eves, and quivering across 
his wrinkled visage, faded awav, as if all the 
hngermg fire of his soul were extinguished Just 
then, too, a lamp upon the mantelpiece threw 
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out a tl\ing t'kitn, uhiclt \ int^lRd t? sjKc.{iilv 
ns It shot uj'wnni, toinpclliug our csts to gropt 
for oiu. niiothcr's fctturcs In the dim glow of 
the htnrth \^ ith such a lingering fire, nic- 
thoughr, with such n d\ mg glcnm, had the glory 
of the ancient s\stem \anished from the Pro- 
vince House, when the spirit of old Lsther 
Dudlcv took Its (light And now, again, the 
clock of the Old South threw its \ oice of ages 
on the hreere, knolhng the hourl\ knell of the 
Past, erv mg out far and wade through the multi- 
tudinous citv , and filling our cars, as we sat in 
the duskv chamber, with its reverberating depth 
of tone In that same mansion — in that very 
chamber — what a volume of historj' had been 
told off into hours, by the same voice that was 
now trembling in the air Many a Governor 
had heard those midnight accents, and longed 
to exchange his stately cares for slumber And 
as for mine host and Mr Bela Tiffany and the 
old loyalist and me, w'c had babbled about 
dreams of the past, until w'e almost fanaed that 
the clock w'as still stnking in a bygone century 
Neither of us w^ouJd have wondered had a hoop- 
pctticoated phantom of Esther Dudley tottered 
into the chamber, walking her rounds in the 
hush of midnight, as of yore, and motioned us 
to quench the fading embers of the fire, and 
leave the historic precincts to herself and her 
kindred shades But as no such vision was 
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vouchsafed, I retired unbidden, and would ad- 
vise Mr Tiffany to lay hold of another audi- 
tor, being resolved not to show my face in the 
Province House for a good while hence — if 
ever 
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[Ha\ ihomc rccoTvh m hn No c Rnol under date of 
We ’omeumex confratuh^c our^cUc^ ni the ino- 
mcn% of w nVinp tnun a troubled drcim i ma) be «o the 
momcn af^cr death ” I hij c'M) \ms published in 1S35 ] 

What i singHlir moment is the first one, 
when ^ou lii\ e lnrdl\ begun to recollect your- 
self, Tftcr starting from mulnight slumber? By 
unclosing )our e\cs so suddenly, you seem to 
have surprised the personages of > our dream m 
full convocation round }our lied, and catch one 
broad glance at them before they can flit into 
obscuntv" Or, to \^Ty the metaphor, you find 
) ourself, for a single instant, wide awake in that 
realm of illusions, whither sleep has been the 
passport, and behold its ghostly inhabitants and 
\vondrous scenery, wath a perception of their 
strangeness such as you never attain while the 
dream is undisturbed The distant sound of a 
church clock is borne faintly on the wind You 
question with yourself, half seriously, whether 
It has stolen to your waking ear from some 
gray tower that stood within the precincts of 
your dream While yet in suspense, another 
clock flings Its heavy clang over the slumbenng 

93 



TWICE-TOLD TALES 


town, with so full and distinct a sound, and 
such a long murmur in the neighbonng air, 
that you are certain it must proceed from the 
steeple at the nearest corner You count the 
strokes — one — two, and there they cease, with 
a booming sound, like the gathenng of a third 
stroke within the bell 

If you could choose an hour of wakefulness 
out of the whole night, it would be this Since 
your sober bedtime, at eleven, you have had 
rest enough to take olF the pressure of yester- 
day’s fatigue , while before you, till the sun 
comes from “ far Cathay ” to bnghten your 
window, there is almost the space of a summer 
night , one hour to be spent in thought, with 
the mind’s eye half shut, and two in pleasant 
dreams, and two in that strangest of enjoyments, 
the forgetfulness alike of joy and woe The 
moment of rising belongs to another penod of 
time, and appears so distant that the plunge out 
of a warm bed into the frosty air cannot yet be 
anticipated with dismay Yesterday has already 
vanished among the shadows of the past , to- 
morrow has not yet emerged from the future 
You have found an intermediate space, where 
the business of life does not intrude , where the 
passing moment lingers, and becomes truly the 
present , a spot where Father Time, when he 
thinks nobody is watching him, sits down by 
the wayside to take breath O, that he would 
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!»U !ccj\ v ) k \ let t4u>m! Iac o?j xuchour 
1 I'w n oUic- * 

llshr *o\4n) hx\i \^^n }>rtiic;l\ sttllj hteiirc 
the tnntu^n nou(d th mjm(c the fni^- 

nr*!**' of \ oisr <*luM}>rr Now, hcinr irrc\(>* 
c^h\\ nwnhc, \o\\ prr]^ "lirotJrh the Inlftlnwn 
uNuic>u ctirMM. iTui nb'cnr lint iht n 

onnMunicvi njih finciful in frostwork, 

niul lint rich present*" ^oinrtlung IrVcn 

frozen lircitn I lirrt \mI1 he tune enough to 
incc out the irnlog\ uhslc unjlin^ the ‘ium- 
nion*i in hrnnh^t ^cen throurh the cknr 
portion of tlic ahs', where tht ^il\cn nioun- 
run pcik*; of the fro<;i <^ccncr\ cio not accent!, 
the ino<;t cornpicuom object n the <;tccplc, the 
white spire of winch directs \ou to thewintrN 
lustre of the firnnnicnt 'i ou nn\ almost dis- 
tinguish the figures on the clock tint Ins just 
told the hour Such n frostN sk\,nnd the snow- 
covered roofs, and the long \jsta of the frozen 
street, all white, and the distant water hardened 
into rock, might make \ou shner, e\cn under 
four blankets and a woollen comforter Yet 
look at that one glonous star ^ Its beams arc 
distinguishable from all the rest, and actually 
cast the shadow of the easement on the bed, 
with a radiance of deeper hue than moonlight, 
though not so accurate an outline 

You sink down and muffle your head m the 
clothes, shivcnng all the while, but less from 
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bodily chill than the bare idea of a polar at- 
mosphere It IS too cold even for the thoughts 
to venture abroad You speculate on the lux- 
ury of wearing out a whole existence in bed, 
like an oyster in its shell, content vnth the slug- 
gish ecstasy of inaction, and drowsily conscious 
of nothing but delicious warmth, such as you 
now feel again Ah * that idea has brought a 
hideous one in its tram You think how the 
dead are lying in their cold shrouds and narrow 
cofRns, through the drear winter of the grave, 
and cannot persuade your fancy that they nei- 
ther shrink nor shiver, when the snow is drift- 
ing over their little hillocks, and the bitter blast 
howls against the door of the tomb That 
gloomy thought will collect a gloomy multitude, 
and throw its complexion over your wakeful 
hour 

In the depths of every heart there is a tomb 
and a dungeon, though the lights, the music, 
and revelry above may cause us to forget their 
existence, and the buried ones, or pnsoners, 
whom they hide But sometimes, and oftenest 
at midnight, these dark receptacles are flung 
wide open In an hour like this, when the 
mind has a passive sensibility, but no active 
strength , when the imagination is a mirror, 
imparting vividness to all ideas, without the 
power of selecting or controlling them , then 
pray that your gnefs may slumber, and the 
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brotherhood of remorse not break their chain 
It IS too late ' A funeral tram comes gliding by 
\ our bedj m which Passion and Feeling assume 
bodily shape, and things of the mind become 
dim spectres to the eye There is your earliest 
Sorrow, a pale young mourner, weanng a sister’s 
likeness to first love, sadly beautiful, with a 
halloaed sweetness m her melancholy features, 
and grace m the flow of her sable robe Next 
appears a shade of ruined loveliness, with dust 
among her golden hair, and her bnght garments 
all faded and defaced, stealing from your glance 
^vlth drooping head, as fearful of reproach , she 
vas your fondest Hope, but a delusive one ; so 
call her Disappointment now. A sterner form 
succeeds, with a brow of ^v^nkles, a look and 
gesture of iron authonty ; there is no name for 
him unless it be Fatality, an emblem of the 
einl influence that rules your fortunes , a demon 
to whom you subjected yourself by some error 
at the outset of life, and were bound his slave 
forever, by once obeying him See ' those 
fiendish hneaments graven on the darkness, the 
wnthed lip of scorn, the mockery of that livmg 
eye, the pomted finger, touching the sore place 
m your heart ' Do you remember any act of 
enormous folly at which you would blush, even 
m the remotest cavern of the earth ? Then 
recogmze your Shame 

Pass, wretched band ' Well for the wakeful 
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t' ii.nrr rn.ntti- "n in 'itu tii \<nir nmui’' 
c\c. uhrn ih'Ntic' In • v\ .lloucti tlit rcilu\ 

I 'lu'.it jlic cluinl''-! llirri is tht sum, 
(*l’ cu-i's ns ‘nim. j'lofnn 

v,rh’n Noiirbrtis; \s \ovir lind fnll' Incl 
iHMM) tlu p.lldu.vou thinl. ■ — in n v Inspcr be it 
Sj'ul (. n — lum p!r mnt, in (lie c niclu solnudts, 
uoiiUl I'w tin, rise nnd fill of n snttcr hreithing 
thnn \our own, (he shelu prcsmirc of i (tiultrcr 
bo'^o.n, the quiet throb of n purer henrt, inipnrt- 
ing Its pcnccfulncss to \our tr<nibleii one, as if 
the fond sleeper were in\ol\in[f \ou in her 
drenm 

Her influence is o\cr nou, though she Inee 
no cMStencc but m tint nionientnn innge You 
sink down in n flowtn spot, on (he borders of 
sleep and wakefulness, w liile eour thoughts rise 
before \ou in pictures, all disconnected, jet all 
assimilated In a pervading glidsonieness and 
beautt The wheeling of gorgeous squadrons 
that glitter in the sun is succeeded bj the nicrn- 
ment of children round the door of a school- 
house, beneath the glimmering shadow of old 
trees, at the corner of a rustic lane You stand 
in the sunny run of a summer shower, and wan- 
der among the sunny trees of an autumnal 
wood, and look upward at the brightest of all 
rainbows, overarching the unbroken sheet of 
snow, on the American side of Niagara Your 
mind struggles pleasantly bettveen the dancing 
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radiance round the hearth of a young man and 
his recent bnde, and the twittering flight of 
birds in spring about their new-made nest 
You feel the merry bounding of a ship before 
the breeze, and watch the tuneful feet of rosy 
girls as they tivine their last and merriest dance 
in a splendid ball-room, and find yourself in the 
bnlhant circle of a crowded theatre as the cur- 
tain falls over a light and airy scene 

With an involuntary start you seize hold 
on consaousness, and prove yourself but half 
awake, by running a doubtful parallel between 
human life and the hour which has now elapsed 
In both you emerge from mystery, pass through 
a vicissitude that you can but imperfectly con- 
trol, and are borne onward to another myster}'^ 
Now comes the peal of the distant clock, with 
fainter and fainter strokes as you plunge farther 
into the wilderness of sleep It is the knell of 
a temporary’- death Your spirit has departed, 
and strays, like a free citizen, among the people 
of a shadowv world, beholding strange sights, 
yet without wonder or dismay So calm, per- 
haps, will be the final change , so undisturbed, 
as if among familiar things, the entrance of the 
soul to Its Lternal home ' 
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AN IMAGINARY RETROSPECT 

C OME I another log upon the hearth 
True, our little parlor is comfortable, 
espeaally here, where the old man sits 
in his old armchair , but on Thanksgiving 
night the blaze should dance higher up the 
chimney, and send a shower of sparks into the 
outer darkness Toss on an armful of those 
dry oak chips, the last relics of the Mermaid’s 
knee timbers, the bones of your namesake, 
Susan Higher yet, and clearer be the blaze, 
till our cottage windows glow the ruddiest in 
the village, and the light of our household mirth 
flash far across the bay to Nahant. And now, 
come, Susan, come, my children, draw your 
chairs round me, all of you There is a dim- 
ness over your figures ' You sit quivering m- 
distincdy with each motion of the blaze, which 
eddies about you hke a flood, so that you all 
have the look of visions, or people that dwell 
only in the firehght, and will vanish from exist- 
ence as completely as your own shadows when 
the flame shall sink among the embers Hark ’ 
let me hsten for the swell of the surf, it should 
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be audible a mile inland on a night like this 
Yes , there I catch the sound, but only an un- 
certain murmur, as if a good way down over 
the beach , though, b) the almanac, it is high 
tide at eight o’clock, and the billows must now 
be dashing within thirty yards of our door 
Ah ^ the old man’s cars arc failing him , and 
so IS his e)esight, and perhaps his mind , else 
you would not all be so shadowy in the blaze 
of his Thanksgiving fire 

How strangclj the past is peeping over the 
shoulders of the present* To judge by my 
recollections, it is but a few moments since I 
sat in another room , yonder model of a vessel 
was not there, nor the old chest of drawers, nor 
Susan’s profile and mine, in that gilt frame , 
nothing, m short, except this same fire, w^hich 
glimmered on books, papers, and a picture, and 
half discovered my solitary figure in a looking- 
glass But it was paler than my rugged old 
self, and younger, too, by almost ->half a cen- 
tury Speak to me, Susan , speak, my beloved 
ones , for the scene is glimmenng on my sight 
again, and as it brightens you fade away O, 
I should be loath to lose my treasure of past 
happiness, and become once more what I was 
then a hermit in the depths of my own mind , 
sometimes yawning over drowsy volumes, and 
anon a scnbbler of weaner trash than what I 
read , a man who had wandered out of the real 
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worlii nnd ijot into its slndnu, uhtrc. his trou- 
jo\ s, Tinl \ irissituiics utrc of such slight 
stuJi tint Ik lnrdl\ knew uhethtr he Ined, or 
onh dmmed of Iniiig i Innk IIfi\(.ti, 1 am 
nn old nnn now, nnd In\c done with all such 
\ anuics 

Still this dimness of mine etes* Come 
nearer, Susan, and stand before the fullest bla/e 
of the hearth ISov 1 behold \ou illuminated 
from head to foot, in a our clean cap and decent 
gown, with the dear lock of gray hair across 
\our forehead, and a quiet smile about )Our 
mouth, w bile the eaes alone arc concealed by 
the red gleam of the fire upon \our spectacles 
1 here, \ ou made me tremble again ’ When the 
flame quucrcd, ni) sweet Susan, aou quivered 
a\ jth it, and greaa indistinct, as if mclnng into the 
aaarm light, that my last glimpse of )ou might 
be as a isionan as the first aaas, full many a year 
since Do 30U remember it? You stood on 
the little bridge oa'^cr the brook that runs across 
King’s Beach into the sea It avas taa’ilight, 
the aaaves rolling in, the aaind sweeping by, the 
crimson clouds fading in the aacst, and the sil- 
a'cr moon bnghtening aboa^e the hill , and on 
the bndge aacre you, fluttering in the breeze 
like a sea-bird that might skim aavay at your 
pleasure You seemed a daughter of the vieav- 
less aamd, a creature of the ocean foam and the 
enmson light, avhose merry life avas spent in 
103 



TWICE-TOLD TALES 


dancing on the crests of the billo\\s, that threw 
up their spray to support your footsteps As I 
drew nearer, I fanaed } ou akm to the race of 
mermaids, and thought how pleasant it would 
be to dwell with you among the quiet coves, in 
the shadow of the cliffs, and to roam along 
secluded beaches of the purest sand , and when 
our northern shores grew bleak, to haunt the 
islands, green and lonely, far amid summer 
seas And yet it gladdened me, after all this 
nonsense, to find you nothing but a pretty* young 
girl, sadly perplexed wnth the rude beha\nor of 
the wind about your petticoats 

Thus I did with Susan as with most other 
things in mj' earlier dajs, dipping her image 
into my mind and colonng it of a thousand 
fantastic hues, before I could see her as she 
really was Now, Susan, for a sober picture 
of our village^ It was a small collection of 
dwellings that seemed to have been cast up by 
the sea, with the rockweed and manne plants 
that It vomits after a storm, or to have come 
ashore among the pipe-staves and other lumber 
which had been washed from the deck of an 
eastern schooner There was just space for the 
narrow and sandy street, between the beach m 
front and a preapitous hill that lifted its rocky 
forehead in the rear, among a waste of jumper 
bushes and the wild growth of a broken pasture 
The village was picturesque in the vanety of 
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Its edifices, though all were rude Here stood 
a little old hovel, built perhaps of dnftwood , 
there a row of boat-houses , and beyond them 
a two-story dwelling, of dark and weather- 
beaten aspect, the whole intermixed with one 
or two snug cottages, painted white, a suffi- 
ciency of pigsties, and a shoemaker’s shop 
Two grocery stores stood opposite each other, 
m the centre of the village These were the 
places of resort, at their idle hours, of a hardy 
throng of fishermen, m red baize shirts, oil- 
cloth trousers, and boots of brown leather cov- 
enng the whole leg , true seven-league boots, 
but fitter to wade the ocean than walk the earth 
The wearers seemed amphibious, as if they did 
but creep out of salt water to sun themselves , 
nor would it have been wonderful to see their 
lower limbs covered with clusters of little shell- 
fish, such as cling to rocks and old ship timber 
over which the tide ebbs and flows When 
their fleet of boats was weather-bound, the 
butchers raised their pnce, and the spit was 
busier than the frying-pan for this was a place 
of fish, and known as such, to all the country 
round about , the very air was fishy, being 
perfumed with dead sculpins, hardheads, and 
dogfish strewn plentifully on the beach You 
see, children, the village is but little changed 
since your mother and I were young 

How like a dream it was, when I bent over 
los 



TWICE-TOLD TALES 

a pool of water one pleasant morning, and saw 
that the ocean had dashed its spray over me 
and made me a fisherman^ There verc the 
tarpaulmg, the baize shirt, the oil-cloth trou- 
sers and seven-league boots, and there mv own 
features, but so reddened with sunburn and sea- 
breezes, that methought I had another face, 
and on other shoulders too The sea-gulls and 
the loons and I had now all one trade, we 
skimmed the crested waves and sought our 
prey beneath them, the man with as keen en- 
joyment as the birds Always, when the east 
grew purple, I launched my dory, my little 
flat-bottomed skiff, and row ed cross-handed to 
Point Ledge, the Middle Ledge, or perhaps 
beyond Egg Rock , often, too, did I anchor 
off Dread Ledge, a spot of penl to ships unpi- 
loted , and sometimes spread an adventurous 
sail and tacked across the bay to South Shore, 
casting my lines in sight of Scituate Ere 
nightfall, I hauled my skiff high and dry on 
the beach, laden with red rock cod, or the 
white-bellied ones of deep water , haddock, 
beanng the black marks of Saint Peter’s fingers 
near the gills , the long-bearded hake, whose 
liver holds oil enough for a midnight lamp, 
and now and then a mighty halibut, with a back 
broad as my boat In the autumn, I trolled 
and caught those lovely fish, the mackerel 
When the wind was high, — when the whale- 
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nnclu>rctl off the Point, nodded their 
slender inists *tt c^cli other, niul the dories 
pitehed nnd tos^ed in tlu surf, « — when Nslnnt 
Hcich uis tluindennjr three miles o(l, nnd the 
spra\ hrohe n luindred feet in nir round the dis- 
tint hnse of I gg Itock, — uhen the brimful 
nnd boisterous sen threntened to tumble over 
tlie street of our xilhge, — then I nnde a hob- 
dn\ on shore 

Mnn% such n dn\ did I sit snugl) in Mr 
Bnrtlctt’s store, nttcntne to the )nrns of Uncle 
Pnrker, uncle to the whole \ilhgc b) nglit of 
senionts , but of southern blood, with no kin- 
dred in New lenghnd His figure is before 
me now, enthroned upon n mackerel barrel n 
lean old man, of great height, but bent wath 
) cars, and twisted into an uncouth shape by 
sc\cn broken limbs, furrowed also, and wea- 
ther-worn, as if cverv" g^lc> for the better part 
of a centur)^ had caught him somewhere on the 
sea* He looked like a harbinger of tempest, 
a shipmate of the Flying Dutchman After 
innumerable voyages aboard men-of-war and 
merchantmen, fishing-schooners and chebacco 
boats, the old salt had become master of a hand- 
cart, which he daily trundled about the vicinity, 
and sometimes blew his fish-horn through the 
streets of Salem One of Uncle Parker’s eyes 
had been blown out with gunpowder, and the 
other did but glimmer in its socket Turning 
107 



TWICE-TOLD TALES 


It upward as he spoke, it wtls his delight to tell 
of cruises against the French, and battles with 
his own shipmates, when he and an antagonist 
used to be seated astride of a sailor’s chest, each 
fastened down by a spike nail through his 
trousers, and there to fight it out SomeDmes 
he expatiated on the dehaous flavor of the hag- 
den, a greasy and goose-hke fowl,Vhich the 
sailors catch with hook and line on the Grand 
Banks He dwelt with rapture on an inter- 
minable wanter at the Isle of Sables, where he 
had gladdened himself, amid polar snows, wnth 
the rum and sugar saved from the w reck of a 
West India schooner And wrathfully did he 
shake his fist, as he related how a party of 
Cape Cod men had robbed him and his com- 
panions of their lawful spoil, and sailed away 
with ever)’’ keg of old Jamaica, leaAung him not 
a drop to drown his sorrow Villains diey were, 
and of that wricked brotherhood w^ho are said to 
tie lanterns to horses’ tails, to mislead the man- 
ner along the dangerous shores of the Cape 
Even now, I seem to see the group of fisher- 
men, wnth that old salt in the midst One feh 
low sits on the counter, a second bestndes an 
oil barrel, a third lolls at his length on a par- 
cel of new cod-hnes, and another has planted 
the tarry seat of his trousers on a heap of salt, 
which will shortly be sprinkled over a lot of 
fish They are a likely set of men Some have 
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\o\i<;nl to (lu I Tt Imiitsdi tlu I’lcifii, itul 
mn-.; <tl thtni liwt s\]k(i in MnrhlLluati 
*:chooncrs to Niv.tiniiuihiui , a tlu Iiul Imn 
no fknhcr tlnn the Muhlk Uui^ s, mid one or 
tuo ln\ I nIuiNs ti'-lud alont; tilt •^liort , hut, as 
Ihiclt I’lrliriistd to'^^^,tllt^ ln\ t ail httri 
chnsttiicd in mIc uattr, and knou more than 
mtn c\cr learn in tht Inislits \ ainous fig- 
ure, h\ ua\ of contrast, is a fisli-dcakr from 
fir up-countr\ , listening with tstsuidt open to 
narratnus that might startle Sinhad the bailor 
He It Util uitli \ou, ni\ hrctlircn ' Ye art all 
gone, some to ^our gra\ es ashore, and others 
to the depths of ocean , hut ni\ faith is strong 
that \e are happt , foruJicneier I behold }our 
forms, whether in dream or msioii, each de- 
parted friend IS pufiing his long nine, and a 
mug of the right black strap goes round from 
lip to lip 

But uhcrc uis the mermaid in those delight- 
ful times ^ At a certain uindow near the centre 
of the vdlagc appeared a pretty display of gin- 
gerbread men and horses, picture-books and 
ballads, small fish-hooks, pins, needles, sugar- 
plums, and brass thimbles, articles on which the 
voung fishermen used to expend their money 
from pure gallantr}’’ What a picture was Susan 
behind the counter ' A slender maiden, though 
the child of rugged parents, she had the slim- 
mest of all waists, brown hair curling on her 
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neck^ and a complexion rather pale, except when 
the sea-breeze flushed it A few freckles be- 
came beauty-spots beneath her eyelids How 
was It, Susan, that you talked and acted so 
carelessly, yet always for the best, doing \vhat- 
ever was nght in your own eyes, and never 
once doing wrong m mine, nor shocked a taste 
that had been morbidly sensitive till noNV ^ 
And whence had )ou that happiest gift of 
brightening every topic with an unsought gay- 
ety^, quiet but irresistible, so that even gloomy 
spirits felt your sunshine, and did not shrink 
from it^ Nature wrought the charm She 
made you a frank, simple, kind-hearted, sensi- 
ble, and mirthful girl Obc) ing nature, you 
did free things without indelicacy, displa) ed a 
maiden’s thoughts to every c} e, and proved 
yourself as innocent as naked Eve 

It was beautiful to observe how her simple 
and happy nature mingled itself with mine 
She kindled a domestic fire within my heart, and 
took up her dwelling there, even in that chill 
and lonesome cavern, hung round with glitter- 
ing icicles of fancy She gave me warmth of 
feeling, while the influence of my mind made 
her contemplative I taught her to love the 
moonlight hour, when the expanse of the en- 
circled bay was smooth as a great mirror and 
slept in a transparent shadow , while beyond 
Nahant the wind nppled the dim ocean into a 
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dreamy brightness, which grew faint afar off 
without becoming gloomier I held her hand 
and pointed to the long surf wave, as it rolled 
calmly on the beach, in an unbroken line of 
silver , we were silent together till its deep and 
peaceful murmur had swept by us When the 
Sabbath sun shone down into the recesses of 
the clilfs, I led the mermaid thither, and told 
her that those huge, gray, shattered rocks, and 
her native sea, that raged forever like a storm 
against them, and her own slender beauty in so 
stern a scene, were all combined into a strain 
of poetry But on the Sabbath eve, when her 
niother had gone early to bed, and her gentle 
sister had smiled and left us, as we sat alone by 
the quiet hearth, with household things around. 
It was her turn to make me feel that here was 
a deeper poetry, and that this was the dearest 
hour of all Thus went on our wooing till I 
had shot wild fowl enough to feather our bridal 
bed, and the Daughter of the Sea was mine 
I built a cottage for Susan and myself, and 
made a gateway in the form of a Gothic arch, 
by setting up a whale’s jaw-bones We bought 
a heifer with her first calf, and had a little gar- 
den on the hillside, to supply us with potatoes 
and green sauce for our fish Our parlor, small 
and neat, was ornamented with our two profiles 
in one gilt frame, and with shells and pretty 
pebbles on the mantelpiece, selected from the 
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sea’s treasury of such things, on Nahant Beach 
On the desk, beneath the looking-glass, lay 
the Bible, which I had begun to read aloud at 
the book of Genesis, and the singing-book that 
Susan used for her evening psalm Except the 
almanac, we had no other literature All that 
I heard of books was W'hcn an Indian history, 
or tale of shipwreck, was sold by a pedlar or 
wandering subscription man, to some one in the 
\nllage, and read through its owner’s nose to a 
slumberous auditor)’’ Like m) brother fisher- 
men, I grew into the belief that all human eru- 
dition was collected in our pedagogue, whose 
green spectacles and solemn phiz, as he passed 
to his litde school-house amid a waste of sand, 
might have gained him a diploma from any 
college in New England In truth, I dreaded 
him When our children were old enough to 
claim his care, you remember, Susan, how I 
frowned, though you were pleased, at this 
learned man’s encomiums on their profiaency 
I feared to trust them even wnth the alphabet , 
It was the key to a fatal treasure 

But I loved to lead them by their little hands 
along the beach, and point to nature in the vast 
and the minute, the sk^, the sea, the green 
earth, the pebbles, and the shells Then did I 
discourse of the mighty works and coextensive 
goodness of the Deity, with the simple wisdom 
of a man whose mind had profited by lonely 
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Like Uncle Parker, whose rheumatic bones 
were dashed against Egg Rock full forty years 
ago, I am a spinner of long yarns Seated on 
the gunwale of a dory, or on the sunny side of 
a boat-house, where the warmth is gratcflil to 
my limbs, or by my own hearth, when a friend 
or two are there, I overflow with talk, and yet 
am never tedious With a broken voice I give 
utterance to much wisdom Such, Heaven be 
praised^ is the vigor of my faculties, that many 
a forgotten usage, and traditions ancient in my 
youth, and early adventures of myself or others, 
hitherto effaced by things more recent, acquire 
new distinctness in my memor)*' I remember 
the happy days when the haddock were more 
numerous on all the fishing-grounds than scul- 
pins in the surf, when the deep-water cod swam 
close m shore, and the dogfish, with his poison- 
ous horn, had not learned to take the hook 
I can number every equinoctial storm in which 
the sea has overwhelmed the street, flooded 
the cellars of the village, and hissed upon our 
kitchen hearth I give the history of the great 
whale that was landed on Whale Beach, and 
whose jaws, being now my gateway, will last for 
ages after my coffin shall have passed beneath 
them Thence it is an easy digression to the 
halibut, scarcely smaller than the whale, which 
ran out six cod-lines, and hauled my dory to 
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the mouth of Ho’stnn linrhor, hefort I could 
touch him with tin. gill 

If mclinchoU accuknts Ik iIk theme of con- 
' creation, I tell how a frieiui of mine was taken 
out of his boat In an enormous shark , and the 
‘^ad, true tale of a aoung man on the eve of 
marriage, who had been nine davs missing, 
when his drowned bod^ floated into the very 
pathwa\, on Marblehead Neck, that had often 
led him to the dwelling of his bndc, — as if the 
dripping corpse would have come where the 
mourner was With such awful fidclitt'did that 
lo\cr return to fulfil his vows ' Another favor- 
ite storv IS of a envy maiden, who conversed 
with angels and had the gift of prophecy, and 
whom all the village loved and pitied, though 
'ihe went from door to door accusing us of sin, 
exhorting to repentance, and foretelling our de- 
struction b-v flood or earthquake If the young 
men boast their knowledge of the ledges and 
sunken rocks, I speak of pilots who knew the 
wind by its scent and the wave by its taste, and 
could have steered blindfold to any port be- 
tween Boston and Mount Desert, guided only 
by the rote of the shore, — the peculiar sound 
of the surf on each island, beach, and line of 
rocks, along the coast Thus do I talk, and all 
my auditors grow wise while they deem it pas- 
time 


“5 



TWICE-TOLD TALES 


I recollect no happier portion of my life than 
this, my calm old age It is like the sunny and 
sheltered slope of a valley, where, late in the au- 
tumn, the grass is greener than in August, and 
intermixed with golden dandelions that have 
not been seen till now, since the first warmth 
of the year But with me the verdure and the 
flowers are not frost-bitten in the midst of win- 
ter A playfulness has revisited my mind , a 
sympathy with the young and gay , an unpam- 
ful interest m the business of others , a light 
and wandering cunosity , ansing, perhaps, from 
the sense that my toil on earth is ended, and 
the brief hour till bedtime may be spent in play 
Still I have fancied that there is a depth of 
feeling and reflection under this superficial lev- 
ity peculiar to one who has lived long and is 
soon to die 

Show me anything that would make an in- 
fant smile, and you shall behold a gleam of 
mirth over the hoary rum of my visage I can 
spend a pleasant hour in the sun, watching the 
sports of the village children on the edge of the 
surf now they chase the retreating wave far 
down over the wet sand , now it steals softly 
up to kiss their naked feet , now it comes on- 
ward with threatening front, and roars after the 
laughing crew, as they scamper beyond its 
reach Why should not an old man be merry 
too, when the great sea is at play with those 
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with hoarse screams, one moment flapping on 
the foam of the wave, and then soaring aloft, 
till their white bosoms melted into the upper 
sunshine In the calm of the summer sunset, 
I drag my aged limbs, with a little ostentation 
of activity, because I am so old, up to the rocky 
brow of the hill There I see the white sails 
of many a vessel, outward bound or homeward 
from afar, and the black trail of a vapor behind 
the eastern steamboat , there, too, is the sun 
going down, but not in gloom, and there the 
ilhmitable ocean mingling with the sky, to re- 
mind me of Eternity 

But sweetest of all is the hour of cheerful 
musing and pleasant talk, that comes between 
the dusk and the lighted candle, by my glowing 
fireside And never, even on the first Thanks- 
giving night, when Susan and I sat alone with 
our hopes, nor the second, when a stranger had 
been sent to gladden us, and be the visible im- 
age of our affection, did I feel such joy as now 
All that belong to me are here , Death has taken 
none, nor Disease kept them away, nor Strife 
divided them from their parents or each other , 
with neither poverty nor riches to disturb them, 
nor the misery of desires beyond their lot, they 
have kept New England’s festival round the 
patnarch’s board For I am a patriarch ' Here 
I sit among my descendants, in my old arm- 
chair and immerfional comer, while the fire- 
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light throws nn nppropmtc glorv round my 
vcncnhlc tnmc Susin ' M\ children' Some- 
thing whispers me tint this Inppiest hour must 
he the fin'll one, "ind tint nothing rcnnins but 
to bless sou nil, and depart with a treasure of 
recollected JOS s to heasen Will sou meet me 
there ^ Alas' \ our figures gross indistinct, fad- 
ing into pictures on the air, and noss to fainter 
outlines, sshilc the fire is glimmering on the 
ssalls of a familiar room, and shosss the book 
that I filing doss n, and the sheet that f left half 
written, some fifts sears ago I lift ms' escs to 
the looking-glass and pcrceisc ms self alone, 
unless those be the mermaid’s features retiring 
into the depths of the mirror ssith a tender and 
mclanchols smile 

Ah' one feels a chilincss, not bodils, but 
about the heart, and, morcos'cr, a foolish dread 
of looking behind him, after these pastimes I 
can imagine precisely hoss' a magician svould sit 
dosvn m gloom and terror, after dismissing the 
shadosvs that had personated dead or distant peo- 
ple, and stopping his cavern of the unreal splen- 
dor svhich had changed it to a palace And nosv 
for a moral to my reverie Shall it be that, since 
fancy can create so bright a dream of happiness, 

It were better to dream on from vouth to age, 
than to awake and strive doubtfully for some- 
thing real O, the slight tissue of a dream can 
tio more preserve us from the stern reality of 
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misfortune than a robe of cobweb could repel the 
wintry blast Be this the moral, then In chaste 
and warm affections, humble w'lshes, and honest 
toil for some useful end, there is health for the 
mind, and quiet for the heart, the prospect of a 
happy life, and the fairest hope of heaven 
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jest that filled them all with mirth, when the 
wind came through the Notch and seemed to 
pause before their cottage — rattling the door, 
with a sound of wailing and lamentation, before 
It passed into the valley For a moment it sad- 
dened them, though there was nothing unusual 
m the tones But the family were glad again 
when they perceived that the latch was lifted by 
some traveller, whose footsteps had been un- 
heard amid the dreary blast which heralded his 
approach, and wailed as he was entenng, and 
went moaning away from the door 

Though they dwelt in such a solitude, these 
people held daily converse with the world The 
romantic pass of the Notch is a great artery, 
through which the life-blood of internal com- 
merce is continually throbbing between Maine, 
on one side, and the Green Mountains and the 
shores of the St Lawrence, on the other The 
stage-coach always drew up before the door of 
the cottage The wayfarer, with no companion 
but his staff, paused here to exchange a word, 
that the sense of loneliness might not utterly 
overcome him ere he could pass through the 
cleft of the mountain, or reach the first house 
m the valley And here the teamster, on his 
way to Portland market, would put up for the 
night , and, if a bachelor, might sit an hour be- 
yond the usual bedtime, and steal a kiss from the 
mountain maid at parting It was one of those 
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|'Tnnit\r tnrrn' vhrtc tin (jnilirr [n\‘. niiK 
UiT tooi! nni! Iu,!i»inr. Init inut' uith i lionuK 
\ ituitic'i'i 1'’ \ <Mui nil p*- c< lu n tin footsteps 
were hctnl, ilicrctort , hr'uecn tin outer door 
ntiil the inner one, the uholt fiinih rose up, 
tinndmnthcr, cluKiri n, nml nil, ns if nliout to 
"elconic some one nho htlonccii to them, nnd 
whose fntc w IS linked with theirs 

1 he iloor w.ns opcneel In n noungninn IIis 
f'cc nt firs' wore the mtinnchoh expression, 
nimost despondenev, of one who tmels n wild 
nnd hlcnk rond, nt mphtfill nnd nlonc, hut soon 
hnghtened up when he snw the kindl\ warmth 
of his reception He felt his henrt spring for- 
wnrei to meet them nil, from the old womnn, who 
Wiped .n chnir v ith her npron, to the little child 
thnt held out its nrms to him Oneginnee and 
snnlc placed the stranger on a footing of inno- 
cent fnmiliantj with the eldest daughter 

“ Ah, this fire is the right thing ' ” cned he , 
"especially when there is such a pleasant circle 
round it I am quite benumhed , for the Notch 
IS just like the pipe of a great pair of bellows , 
It has blown a ternhie blast in my face all the 
way from Bartlett ” 

"Then you arc going toweards Vermont ? 
said the master of the house, as he helped to 
take a light knapsack off the young man’s shoul- 
ders 

“ Yes , to Burlington, and far enough beyond,” 
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replied he “ I meant to have been at Ethan 
Crawford's to-night , but a pedestrian lingers 
along such a road as this It is no matter , for, 
when I saw this good fire, and all your cheerful 
faces, I felt as if you had kindled it on pur- 
pose for me, and were waiting my amval So 
I shall sit down among you, and make myself 
at home " 

The frank-hearted stranger had just drawn 
his chair to the fire when something like a hea^'^^ 
footstep was heard without, rushing down the 
steep side of the mountain, as with long and 
rapid strides, and taking such a leap m passing 
the cottage as to stnke the opposite precipice 
The family held their breath because tliey 
the sound, and their guest held his by instinct 

“ The old mountain has thrown a stone at us, 
for fear we should forget him," said the land- 
lord, recovering himself “ He sometimes nods 
his head and threatens to come down , but we 
are old neighbors, and agree together pretty well 
upon the whole Besides, we have a sure place 
of refuge hard by, if he should be coming m 
good earnest" 

Let us now suppose the stranger to have fin- 
ished his supper of bear’s meat , and, by his 
natural felicity of manner, to have placed him-' 
self on a footing of kindness with the whole 
family, so that they talked as freely together as 
if he belonged to their mountain brood He 
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of n proud, Net gcntU<;pinl — Inuglu) and 
rcsLHcd ninung the rich uul greit , hut L\or 
rc.id\ to stoop lus held to the loulv cottigc 
door, lud he hke n brother or a son at the poor 
nnn’s firesuie In the household of the Notch 
he found uinnth and simphein of feeling, the 
pennding intelligence of New Lngland, and a 
poetr\ of name gro\Mh, which the) had gath-- 
cred when the\ little thought of it from the 
mountain peaks and chasms, and at the very 
threshold of their romantic and dangerous 
abode He had tra\cllcd far and alone, his 
whole life, indeed, had been a solitary path , for, 
with the loftA*^ caution of his nature, he had 
kept himself apart from those who might other- 
wise have been his companions The family, 
too, though so kind and hospitable, had that 
consciousness of unity among themselves, and 
separation from the w^orld at large, which, in 
ever)’’ domestic circle, should still keep a holy 
place where no stranger may intrude But this 
evening a prophetic sympathy impelled the re- 
fined and educated youth to pour out his heart 
before the simple mountaineers, and constrained 
them to answer him with the same free confi- 
dence And thus it should have been Is not 
the kindred of a common fate a closer tie than 
that of birth ^ 

The secret of the young man s character was 
a high and abstracted ambition He could have 
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borne to live an undistinguished life, but not to 
be forgotten in the grave Yearning desire had 
been transformed to hope , and hope, long cher- 
ished, had become like certainty, that, obscurely 
as he journeyed now, a glorj" was to beam on 
all his pathway, — though not, perhaps, while 
he was treading it But when posterity should 
gaze back into the gloom of what was now the 
present, they w^ould trace the brightness of his 
footsteps, brightening as meaner gloncs faded, 
and confess that a gifted one had passed from 
his cradle to his tomb with none to recoemize 
him 

“As yet,” cned the stranger — his cheek 
glowing and his eye flashing with enthusiasm — 
“ as yet, I have done nothing Were I to van- 
ish from the earth to-morrow, none would know 
so much of me as you that a nameless youth 
came up at nightfall from the valley of the Saco, 
and opened his heart to you in the evening, and 
passed through the Notch by sunnse, and was 
seen no more Not a soul would ask, ‘Who 
was he ^ Whither did the w’anderer go ^ ’ But 
I cannot die till I have achieved my destiny 
Then, let Death come * I shall have built my 
monument * ” 

There was a continual flow of natural emo- 
tion, gushing forth amid abstracted reverie, 
which enabled the family to understand this 
young man's sentiments, though so foreign from 
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ship round the White Mountains , but not 
where they could tumble on our heads I 
should want to stand well \vith my neighbors 
and be called Squire, and sent to General Court 
for a term or two , for a plain, honest man may 
do as much good there as a lawyer. And when 
I should be grown quite an old man, and }OU 
an old woman, so as not to be long apart, I 
might die happy enough in my bed, and leave 
you all crying around me A slate gravestone 
would suit me as well as a marble one — with 
just my name and age, and a verse of a hvTnn, 
and something to let people know that I lived 
an honest man and died a Chnstian ” 

There now * ” exclaimed the stranger, ^^it 
is our nature to desire a monument, be it slate 
or marble, or a pillar of granite, or a glonous 
memory in the universal heart of man ” 

We*re in a strange way to-night,” said the 
wife, with tears m her eyes “ They say it^s a 
sign of something, when folks’ minds go a-wan- 
denng so Hark to the children ^ ” 

They listened accordingly. The younger 
children had been put to bed m another room, 
but with an open door between, so that they 
could be heard talking busdy among themselves 
One and all seemed to have caught the infec- 
tion from the fireside circle, and were outv)nng 
each other in wild wishes, and childish projects 
of what they would do when they came to be 
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and mirth came back drearily from the heart of 
the mountain 

There, mother ! cned the bov again 
‘^The\ ’d ha\e given us a nde to the Flume.^’ 
Again the} laughed at the child's pcrtina- 
aous fancy for a night ramble. But it hap- 
pened that a light cloud passed o\ er the daugh- 
ter’s spint, she looked gravel} into the fire, 
and drew a breath that was almost a sigh. It 
forced its way, m spite of a little struggle to 
repress it Then starting and blushmg> she 
looked quickly round the circle, as if the} had 
caught a glimpse into her bosom The stran- 
ger asked what she had been thinking of 

Nothing/’ answered she, with a downcast 
smile Onlv I felt lonesome just then ” 

“O, I have always had a gift of feeling vhat 
IS in other people’s hearts,” said he half sen- 
ously “ Shall I tell the secrets of yours ^ For 
I know what to dunk when a young girl shiv- 
ers by a warm hearth, and complams of lone- 
someness at her mother’s side. Shall I put 
these feelings into words ? ” 

“ They would not be a girl’s feelings any 
longer, if they could be put into words,” replied 
the mountain nymph, laughing, but avoidmg 
his eye 

All this was said apart. Perhaps a germ of 
love was spnnging m their hearts, so pure that 
It might blossom m Paradise, since it could not 
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thing and another, till you ’ve set my mind 
a-wandenng too Now what should an old 
woman wish for, when she can go but a step 
or two before she comes to her grave ^ Chil- 
dren, It will haunt me night and day till I tell 
you ” 

“ What IS It, mother ? ” cried the husband 
and wife at once 

Then the old woman, with an air of mystery 
which drew the circle closer round the fire, in- 
formed them that she had provided her grave- 
clothes some years before, — a nice linen shroud, 
a cap with a muslin ruff, and everything of a 
finer sort than she had worn since her w'cdding 
day But this evening an old superstition had 
strangely recurred to her It used to be said, 
m her younger days, that if anything w^ere amiss 
with a corpse, if only the ruff were not smooth, 
or the cap did not set right, the corpse in the 
coffin and beneath the clods would stnvc to put 
up Its cold hands and arrange it The bare 
thought made her nervous 

“ Don’t talk so, grandmother ! ” said the girl, 
shuddenng 

“Now,” — continued the old woman, with 
singular earnestness, yet smiling strangely at her 
own folly, — “I want one of you, my children 
— when your mother is dressed and in the 
coffin — I want one of you to hold a looking 
glass over my face Who knows but I may 
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came the whole side of the mountain, in a cata- 
ract of ruin Just before it reached the house, 
the stream broke into two branches — shivered 
not a window there, but ovcr\vhclmcd the whole 
vicinity, blocked up the road, and annihilated 
everything m its dreadful course Long ere the 
thunder of the great Slide had ceased to roar 
among the mountains, the mortal agony had 
been endured, and the victims were at peace 
Their bodies were never found 

The next morning, the light smoke was seen 
stealing from the cottage chimney up the moun- 
tain-side Within, the fire was yet smouldenng 
on the hearth, and the chairs in a circle round 
It, as if the inhabitants had but gone forth to 
view the devastation of the Slide, and would 
shortly return, to thank Heaven for their mi- 
raculous escape All had left separate tokens, 
by which those who had known the family were 
made to shed a tear for each Who has not 
heard their name ? The story has been told far 
and wide, and will forever be a legend of these 
mountain Poets have sung their fate 

There were circumstances which led some to 
suppose that a stranger had been received into 
the cottage on this awful night, and had shared 
the catastrophe of all its inmates Others de- 
nied that there were sufficient grounds for such 
a conjecture Woe for the high-souled youth, 
with his dream of Earthly Immortality ^ His 
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name and person utterly unknown , his history, 
his way of life, his plans, a mystery never to be 
solved, his death and his existence equally a 
doubt ' Whose was the agony of that death 
moment ^ 
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L ast mght, between eleven and tweh c 
o'clock, when the Old Year was leawng 
her final footprints on the borders of 
Time's empire, she found herself in possession 
of a few spare moments, and sat down — of all 
places in the world — on the steps of our new 
Citv HaU The wintn* moonlight showed that 
she looked wears’ of body and sad of heart, 
like many another wayfarer of earth Her 
garments, hawng been exposed to much foul 
weather and rough usage, were m very ill condi- 
tion , and as the hurry of her journey had never 
before allowed her to take an instant’s rest, her 
shoes were so worn as to be scarce!) worth the 
mending But, after trudging only a little dis- 
tance farther, this poor Old Year was destined to 
enjov a long, long sleep I forgot to mention 
that, when she seated herself on the steps, she 
deposited by her side a very capaaous bandbox, 
in which, as is the custom among travellers of 
her sex, she earned a great deal of valuable pro- 
perty Besides this luggage, there was a folio 
book under her arm, very much resembbng the 
annual volume of a newspaper Placing this 
volume across her knees, and resting her elbows 
136 




TWICE-TOLD TALES 

she, that the) have now ceased to pm an^ faith 
npon the skirts of the New Year But, for mv 
ovsm part, I have great faith m her , and should 
I live to see fift) more such^ still, from each of 
these successive sisters, I shall reckon upon re- 
ceiving something that \v\\\ be worth h\ing for 
The New Year — for this ^oung maiden was 
no less a personage — earned all her goods and 
chattels in a basket of no great size or weight, 
which hung upon her arm She greeted the 
disconsolate Old Year with great affection, and 
sat down beside her on the steps of the City 
Hall, waiting for the signal to begin her ram- 
bles through the world The two were own 
sisters, being both granddaughters of Time, 
and though one looked so much older than the 
other. It was rather owing to hardships and 
trouble than to age, since there was but a tw eh c- 
month’s difference between them 

Well, mv dear sister," said the New Year, 
after the first salutations, vou look almost 
tired to death What have vou been about 
dunng your sojourn m this part of Infinite 
Space?" 

O, I have it all recorded here in m^ Book 
of Chronicles," answered the Old Year in a 
hea%w tone There is nothing that would 
amuse \ ou , and \ ou will soon get sufficient 
knowledge of such matters from your own per- 
sonal expenence It is but tiresome reading ’ 
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Ncvcrthclcs'i, she turned over the leaves of 
the folio, and glanced at them by the light of 
the moon, feeling an irresistible spell of interest 
in her own biography, although its incidents 
were remembered without pleasure The vol- 
ume, though she termed it her Book of Chroni- 
cles, seemed to be neither more nor less than 
the Salem Gavettc for 1838 , in the accuracy of 
which journal this sagacious Old Year had so 
much confidence that she deemed it needless to 
record her history with her own pen 

“ What have you been doing in the political 
way^” asked the New Year 

“ Why, my course here in the United States,” 
said the Old Year, — ” though perhaps I ought 
to blush at the confession, — my political 
course, I must acknowledge, has been rather 
vacillator}’’, sometimes inclining towards the 
Whigs — then causing the Administration party 
to shout for triumph — and now again uplifting 
what seemed the almost prostrate banner of the 
Opposition , so that historians will hardly know 
what to make of mq in this respect But the 
Loco Focos *’ — 

“ I do not like these party nicknames,” in- 
terrupted her sister, who seemed remarkably 
touchy about some points “ Perhaps we shall 
part in better humor if we avoid any political 
discussion ” 

“ With all my heart,” replied the Old Year, 
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who had already been tormented half to death 
with squabbles of this kind “ I care not if the 
names of Whig or Tory, with their intermin- 
able brawls about Banks and the Sub-Treasury, 
Abolition, Texas, the Florida War, and a mil- 
lion of other topics — which you will learn soon 
enough for your own comfort — I care not, I 
say, if no whisper of these matters ever reaches 
my ears again Yet they have occupied so large 
a share of my attention that I scarcely know 
what else to tell you There has indeed been 
a cunous sort of war on the Canada border, 
where blood has streamed in the names of Lib- 
erty and Patriotism , but it must remain for 
some future, perhaps far distant Year, to tell 
whether or no those holy names have been 
nghtfully invoked Nothing so much depresses 
me, in my view of mortal affairs, as to see high 
energies wasted, and human life and happiness 
thrown away, for ends that appear oftentimes 
unwise, and still oftener remain unaccomplished 
But the wisest people and the best keep a stead- 
fast faith that the progress of Mankind is on- 
ward and upward, and that the toil and anguish 
of the path serve to wear away the imperfec- 
tions of the Immortal Pilgnm, and will be felt 
no more when they have done their office ” 

“ Perhaps,” cned the hopeful New Year, — ■ 
“ perhaps I shall see that happy day ' ” 

" I doubt whether it be so close at hand,” 
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inwtrtd tin (Mtl ^ cnr, pn\ ch snulnig ou ' 
\\\\] grciw \\c*Tr\ of lookuig for tint l)lc*?sccl 
con^ununuion, iiul will (uin for umiscinciu(is 
In^ frcqutntl\ bum nu own pncncc) to the 
alntr; of some sober ImL cit\, like tins of Si- 
1cm Here we sit on the stejisof the new City 
Hill, which Ins htm completed under m> ad- 
mimsiniion , ind it would nnke \ou Hugh to 
sec how the gime of politics, of winch the Cap- 
itol at Washington is the great chessboard, is 
here plased m miniature Hurning Ambition 
finds Its fuel here, here Patnotisni speaks holdip 
in the people's behalf, and Mrtuous leconomy 
demands retrenchment m the emoluments of 
a lamplighter, here the Aldermen range their 
senatorial dignit)' around the Major's chair of 
state, and the Common Council feel that they 
ha\c hhert) m charge In short, human w^cak- 
ncss and strength, passion and policy, Man’s 
tendencies, his aims and modes of pursuing 
them, his individual character and his character 
m the mass, may be studied almost as w^cll here 
as on the theatre of nations and wath this great 
advantage, that, be the lesson ever so disastrous. 

Its Liliputian scope still makes the beholder 
smile " 

Have you done much for the improvement 
of the City asked the New Year ^'Judg- 
ing from w^hat little I have seen, it appears to 
be ancient and time-worn " 
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I have opened the Railroad/* said the elder 
Year^ “and half a dozen times a day )ou will 
hear the bell (\\ hich once summoned the 
Monks of a Spanish Convent to their devo* 
tions) announang the arn\*al or departure of 
the cars Old Salem now wears a much hvc^ 
lier expression than when I first beheld her 
Strangers rumble dovn from Boston by hun- 
dreds at a time Tsev faces throng m Essex 
Street* Railroad hacks and omnibuses rattle 
over the pavements There is a perceptible 
increase of oyster-shops, and other establish- 
ments for the accommodation of a transitor)’’ 
diurnal multitude But a more important 
change awaits the venerable town An im- 
mense accumulation of musty prejudices will 
be earned off by the free circulation of society 
A peculianty of character, of which the inhab- 
itants themselves are hardly sensible, will be 
rubbed down and worn away by the attrition 
of foreign substances Much of the result will 
be good, there will likewise be a few things not ^ 
so good Whether for better or worse, there 
will be a probable diminution of the moral 
influence of wealth, and the sway of an ansto- 
cratic class, which, from an era far beyond my 
memory, has held firmer dominion here than 
m any other New England town ” 

The Old Year having talked away nearly all 
of her little remaimng breath, now closed her 
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Rook of Clironitks, anti wi': aliout to take her 
tii-pirtiirc Rut her si<;ttr tltnined her awhile 
longer, In inqtnnng tlie contents of the huge 
Inndhov uhich she was so painfully lugging 
along with her 

“ 1 hese arc inereK a few tnfles,” replied the 
Old Year, “ w Inch I have picked up in iny 
rambles, and am going to deposit in the recep- 
tacle of things jiast and forgotten We sis- 
terhood of 1 ears never carry anything really 
aaluable out of the world with us Here arc 
patterns of most of the fashions which I brought 
into aoguc, and which have already lived out 
their allotted term You wall supply their place 
with others equally ephemeral Here, put up 
in little china pots, like rouge, is a considerable 
lot of beautiful women’s bloom, which the 
disconsolate fair ones ow'c me a bitter grudge 
for stealing I have likcwase a quantity of 
men’s dark hair, instead of which, I have left 
gray locks, or none at all The tears of widows 
and other afflicted mortals, who have received 
comfort dunng the last melve months, are pre- 
served in some do 2 ens of essence bottles, well 
corked and sealed I have several bundles of 
love letters, eloquently breathing an eternity 
of burning passion, which grew cold and per- 
ished almost before the ink was dry More- 
over, here is an assortment of many thousand 
broken promises, and other broken ware, all 
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% cry light and packed into little -^pnee The 
hel^^est articles in m^ possession arc a large 
parcel of disappointed hopes, uhich a little 
while ago were hue's ant enough to have inflated 
fsir Launat’s balloon ” 

“ I ha\c a fine lot of hopes here in m\ bas- 
ket,” remarked the New Year “ Thes arc a 
sweet-smelling flower — a speacs of rose ” 

“ They soon lose their perfume,” replied 
the sombre Old Year “ What else ha\ c a ou 
brougjht to insure a welcome from the discon- 
tented race of mortals ^ 

Why, to sa\ the truth, little or nothing 
else/’ said her sister \nth a smile, — “site a 
few new Annuals and Almanacs, and some New 
Year’s gifts for the children But I hcartih 
wish well to poor mortals, and mean to do all 
I can for their improvement and happiness 
It IS a good resolution/' rejoined the Old 
Year, and, b> the wav, I ha\ e a plentiful as- 
sortment of good resolutions, which have now 
grown so stale and musty that I am ashamed 
to carr\" them am farther Onh for fear that 
the City authorities would send Constable 
Mansfield with a warrant after me, I should 
toss them into the street at once Many other 
matters go to make up the contents of mv 
bandbox, but the whole lot would not fetch a 
single bid, even at an auction of worn-out fur- 
niture , and as thev are worth nothing either 
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to \ou o^'^n^l)od\ chc, I need not trouble you 
\Mth n longer cntnloguc ** 

“And must I also pick up such \\orthIcss 
luggage in nij tn\ els ^ '' asked the New Year 
“ Most ccrtnml) — and \\cll, if you have no 
hea\ier load to bear/’ replied the other “And 
nou, my dear sister, I must bid )ou farewell, 
carncstl) ad\ising and exhorting )ou to expect 
no gratitude nor goodwill from this peevish, 
unreasonable, inconsiderate, ill-intending, and 
worse-behaving world However w\armly its 
inhabitants nia) seem to welcome >ou, yet, do 
what jou ma}, and lavish on them w^hat means 
of happiness }ou please, they will still be com- 
plaining, still craving w^hat it is not m your 
power to give, still looking fonvard to some 
other Year for the accomplishment of projects 
w^hich ought never to have been formed, and 
w^hich, if successful, would only provide new 
occasions of discontent If these ridiculous 
people ever see anything tolerable in you, it 
wall be after you are gone forever ” 

“ But I,” cned the fresh-hearted New Year, 
— “I shall try to leave men wiser than I find 
them I will offer them freely whatever good 
gifts Providence permits me to distribute, and 
will tell them to be thankful for what they 
have, and humbly hopeful for more , and 
surely, if they are not absolute fools, they will 
condescend to be happy, and will allow me to 
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be n Inppj ^ enr l‘or m\ lnpptnc«:v nsu't 
(Itpend on them " 

“ Vhs for %ou, then, m\ poor M<;tcr’*’ ’■iid 
the C^ld enr, ‘'iglnng, as s!it uplifted her bur- 
den “ c, gnndehddren of 1 me, are horn 
to trouble Ilappines*", thee sa\,ei.^clls in the 
mansions of b ternite , but can onl\ lead 
mortals thither, step b) ■'tep, with reluctant 
murmunngs, and oursches must perish on the 
threshold 15ut hark ' m\ task is done ” 

The clock m the tall steeple of Dr I^mer- 
son’s church struck tueKc, there uas a re- 
sponse from Dr I'hnt’s, m the opposite quarter 
of the cit\ , and while the strokes were \e*t 
dropping into the air, the Old Year either flitted 
or faded awae , — and not the wisdom and might 
of Angels, to saa nothing of the remorseful 
j earnings of the millions who had used her ill, 
could ha\e prcemled wath that departed Year to 
return one step But she, m the compan\ of 
Time and all her kindred, must hereafter hold 
a reckoning with Mankind So shall it be, 
likewise, wath the maidcnh New \ear, who, as 
the clock ceased to strike, arose from the steps 
of the Cir\ Hall, and set out rather timorousl) 
on her earthh course 

“A happ^ New Year’” cned a avatchman, 
eyeing her figure acre qucstionabla , hutaaithout 
the least suspicion that he avas addressing the 
Ncav Year m person 
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“ 1 fniiL \fni l-it'(ll\ ' ” the Ncu "icir, 
inu '•Ik gn\ c iIk v iKiinnn oik of iIk rests of 
hope fron )ur tt " Mn\ this floutr I ttp 
1 sv cct smell, long I ln\c liiddtn \ou 

gond-ln 

I hen she stepped on more iinsl K through 
iht sdent streets , snd such is uerc lual e at the 
moment heard her footfall, and said, — “The 
N'eu Year is come ' ” Where; cr there vais a 
knot of midnicht roisterers the; quaffed her 
health She siched, ho;'e;cr, to pcrcci;c that 
the air ;;as tainted — as the atmosphere of this 
;;orld must continuall; be — ;;ith the djing 
breaths of mortals ;;ho had lingered just long 
enough for her to bur; them But there ;;ere 
millions left ah; e to rejoice at her coming, and 
so she pursued her ;;a; vath confidence, stre;;- 
mg emblematic flo;'crs on the doorstep of al- 
most c;cr; dv elling, r hich some persons will 
gather up and v car in their bosoms, and others 
;;all trample under foot. The Carnet Boy can 
only sa; further that, earlr this morning, she 
filled his basket ;nth New Year’s Addresses, 
assunng him that the whole Cm , ;;ath our new 
Ma;or and the AJdermen and Common Coun- 
cil at Its head, v ould make a general rush to 
secure copies Kind Patrons, will not you re- 
deem the pledge of the NEW YEAR ^ 
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T here is snow m yonder cold gray 
sky of the morning * — and^ through 
the partially frosted window-panes, I 
love to watch the gradual beginning of the 
storm A few feathery flakes are scattered 
widely through the air, and hover downward 
with uncertain flight, now almost alighting on 
the earth, now whirled again aloft into remote 
regions of the atmosphere These are not the 
big flakes, heav)^ with moisture, which melt as 
they touch the ground, and are portentous of 
a soaking rain It is to be, in good earnest, a 
wintry storm The two or three people visible 
on the sidewalks have an aspect of endurance, 
a blue-nosed, frosty fortitude, which is evidently 
assumed m antiapation of a comfortless and 
blustenng day By mghtfall, or at least before 
the sun sheds another glimmenng smile upon 
us, the street and our little garden will be heaped 
with mountain snowdrifts The soil, already 
frozen for weeks past, is prepared to sustain 
whatever burden may be laid upon it, and, to 
a northern eye, the landscape will lose its mel- 
ancholy bleakness and acquire a beauty of its 
own, when Mother Earth, like her children, 
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the vague enjoyment of a dream My hour 
of inspiration — if that hour ever comes — is 
when the green log hisses upon the hearth, and 
the bright flame, bnghter for the gloom of the 
chamber, rustles high up the chimney, and the 
coals drop tinkling down among the glowing 
heaps of ashes When the casement rattles in 
the gust, and the snowflakes or the sleety rain- 
drops pelt hard against the window-panes, then 
I spread out my sheet of paper, with the cer- 
tainty that thoughts and fancies will gleam forth 
upon It like stars at twilight, or like violets in 
May, — perhaps to fade as soon However 
transitory their glow, they at least shine amid 
the darksome shadow which the clouds of the 
outward sky fling through the room Blessed, 
therefore, and reverently welcomed by me, her 
true-born son, be New England’s winter, which 
makes us, one and all, the nurslings of the 
storm, and sings a familiar lullaby even m the 
wildest shnek of the December blast Now 
look we forth again, and see how much of his 
task the storm spmt has done 

Slow and sure ' He has the day, perchance 
the week, before him, and may take his own 
time to accomplish Nature’s burial in snow A 
smooth mantle is scarcely yet thrown over the 
withered grass-plat, and the dry stocks of an- 
nuals still thrust themselves through the white 
surface m all parts of the garden The leafless 
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What storming of fortresses, built all of massive 
snow blocks ’ What feats of individual prowess, 
and embodied onsets of martial enthusiasm ' 
And when some well-contested and decisive 
victory had put a period to the war, both armies 
should unite to build a lofty monument of snow 
upon the battlefield and crown it with the vic- 
tor’s statue, hewn of the same frozen marble In 
a few days or weeks thereafter the passer-by 
would observe a shapeless mound upon the 
level common , and, unmindful of the famous 
victory, would ask, — “ How came it there ^ 
Who reared it? And what means it ? ” The 
shattered pedestal of many a battle monument 
has provoked these questions when none could 
answer 

Turn we again to the fireside, and sit musing 
there, lending our ears to the vnnd, till perhaps 
it shall seem like an articulate voice, and dictate 
wld and airy matter for the pen Would it 
might inspire me to sketch out the personifica- 
tion of a New England winter ' And that idea, 
if I can seize the snow-wreathed figures that flit 
before my fancy, shall be the theme of the next 
page 

How does Winter herald his approach ? By 
the shneking blast of later autumn, which is 
Nature’s cry of lamentation, as the destroyer 
rushes among the shivering groves where she 
has lingered, and scatters the sear leaves upon 
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the tempest When that cry is heard, the 
people wrap themselves “in cloaks, and shake 
their heads disconsolately, saying, — “Winter 
IS at hand ' ” Then the axe of the woodcutter 
echoes sharp and diligently in the forest, then 
the coal merchants rejoice, because each shriek 
of Nature in her agony adds something to the 
pnee of coal per ton , then the peat smoke 
spreads its aromatic fragrance through the atmo- 
sphere A few days more , and at eventide the 
children look out of the window, and dimly 
perceive the flaunting of a snowy mantle in the 
air It IS stern Winter’s vesture They crowd 
around the hearth, and cling to their mother’s 
gown, or press between their father’s knees, 
affrighted by the hollow roaring voice that bel- 
lows adown the wide flue of the chimney It 
is the voice of Winter , and when parents and 
children hear it, they shudder and exclaim, — 
“Winter is come' Cold Winter has begun 
his reign already ' ” Now, throughout New 
England, each hearth becomes an altar, sending 
up the smoke of a continued sacrifice to the 
immitigable deity who tyrannizes over forest, 
country side, and town Wrapped in his white 
mantle, his staff a huge lacle, his beard and 
hair a wind-tossed snowdrift, he travels over 
the land, in the midst of the northern blast, 
and woe to the homeless wanderer whom he 
finds upon his path ' There he lies stark and 
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stiff, a human shape of ice, on the spot where 
Winter overtook him On stndes the Urant 
over the rushmg nvers and broad lakes, which 
turn to rock beneath his footsteps His dreary 
empire is established , all around stretches the 
desolation of the Pole Yet not ungrateful 
be his New England children — for Winter is 
our sire, though a stem and rough one — not 
ungrateful even for the seventies which have 
nounshed our unyielding strength of character 
And let us thank him, too, for the sleigh-ndes, 
cheered by the music of merrv bells — for the 
crackling and rustling hearth, when the ruddy 
firebght gleams on hardy Manhood and the 
blooming cheek of Woman — for all the home 
enjoyments, and the kindred virtues, which 
flounsh m a frozen soil Not that we gneve, 
when, after some seven months of storm and 
bitter frost, Spnn^, m the guise of a flower- 
crowned virgin, IS seen driving away the hoary 
despot, pelting him with violets by the handful, 
and strewing green grass on the path behind 
him Often, ere he will give up his empire, 
old Winter rushes fiercely back, and hurls a 
snowdrift at the shrinking form of Spnng ; yet, 
step by step, he is compelled to retreat north- 
ward, and spends the summer months within 
the Arctic circle 

Such fantasies, intermixed among graver toils 
of mind, have made the winter’s day pass plea- 
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saiitlv Meanwhile, the storm has raged with- 
out abatement, and now, as the brief afternoon 
declines, is tossing denser volumes to and fro 
about the atmosphere On the window-silI 
there is a layer of snow reaching halRvay up 
the lowest pane of glass The garden is one 
unbroken bed Along the street are two or 
three spots of uncovered earth, where the gust 
has whirled away the snow, heaping it elsewhere 
to the fence-tops, or piling huge banks against 
the doors of houses A solitary passenger is 
seen, now stnding mid-leg deep across a drift, 
now scudding over the bare ground, while his 
cloak is swollen with the wind And now the 
jingling of bells, a sluggish sound, responsive 
to the horse’s toilsome progress through the 
unbroken dnfts, announces the passage of a 
sleigh, with a boy clinging behind, and ducking 
his head to escape detection by the dnver Next 
comes a sledge, laden with wood for some un- 
thnfty housekeeper, whom winter has surpnsed 
at a cold hearth But what dismal equipage 
now struggles along the uneven street ? A 
sable hearse, bestrewn with snow, is beanng a 
dead man through the storm to his frozen bed 
O, how dreary is a bunal m winter, when the 
bosom of Mother Earth has no warmth for her 
poor child ^ 

Evening — the early eve of December — be- 
gins to spread its deepening veil over the com- 
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fortless scene, the firelight gradually brightens, 
and throws my flickering shadow upon the walls 
and ceiling of the chamber , but still the storm 
rages and rattles against the \Mndows Alas ' I 
shiver, and think it time to be disconsolate 
But, taking a farewell glance at dead Nature m 
her shroud, I perceive a flock of snowbirds 
skimming lightsomely through the tempest, 
and flitting from dnft to drift, as sportively as 
swallows m the delightful prime of summer 
Whence come they? Where do they build their 
nests and seek their food ? Why, having air}’’ 
wings, do they not follow summer around the 
earth, instead of making themselves the play- 
mates of the storm, and fluttenng on the dreary 
verge of the winter’s eve ? I know not whence 
they come, nor why , yet my spirit has been 
cheered by that wandenng flock of snowbirds 
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R ambling on foot m the spnng of 
my life and the summer of the year, I 
came one afternoon to a point which 
gave me the choice of three directions Straight 
before me, the mam road extended its dusty 
length to Boston , on the left, a branch went 
towards the sea, and would have lengthened my 
journey a tnfle of t^venty or thirty miles , while, 
by the nght-hand path, I might have gone over 
hills and lakes to Canada, visiting in my way 
the celebrated town of Stamford On a level 
spot of grass, at the foot of the guidepost, ap- 
peared an object which, though locomotive on 
a different pnnaple, reminded me of Gulliver’s 
portable mansion among the Brobdignags It 
was a huge covered wagon, or, more properly, 
a small house on wheels, with a door on one 
side and a window shaded by green blinds on 
the other Two horses, munching provender 
out of the baskets which muzzled them, were 
fastened near the vehicle a delectable sound of 
music proceeded from the intenor , and I im- 
mediately conjectured that this was some itiner- 
ant show halting at the confluence of the roads 
to intercept such idle travellers as myself A 
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shower had long been climbing up the western 
sky, and now hung so blackly over my onward 
path that it was a point of wisdom to seek shel- 
ter here 

“ Halloo * Who stands guard here ^ Is the 
doorkeeper asleep ^ ” cned I, approaching a lad- 
der of two or three steps which was let down 
from the wagon 

The music ceased at my summons, and there 
appeared at the door, not the sort of figure 
that I had mentally assigned to the wandering 
showman, but a most respectable old person- 
age, whom I was sorry to have addressed in so 
free a style He wore a snuff-colored coat and 
smallclothes, with white top-boots, and exhib- 
ited the mild dignity of aspect and manner 
which may often be noticed in aged schoolmas- 
ters, and sometimes m deacons, selectmen, or 
other potentates of that kind A small piece 
of Sliver was my passport within his premises, 
where I found only one other person, hereafter 
to be described 

This IS a dull day for business,’* said the 
old gentleman, as he ushered me in , but I 
merely tarry here to refresh the cattle, being 
bound for the camp-meeting at Stamford ** 

Perhaps the movable scene of this narrative 
IS still peregnnating New England, and may 
enable the reader to test the accuracy of my 
descnption The spectacle — for I will not use 
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thcimvvnrtlu ttrni of piipptr <'liou — consisted 
of n nnihttmlc of lutk juoplc I'stinhled on -i 
ininntnrc sni’t Amoni' them utn nrtisnns of 
c\rn kind, in the ntiiliidts nt their toil, nnd a 
Unnip of fur hdies and pcntlcmcn st Hiding 
rcnd\ for the dsnee . a conipin\ of foot-sol- 
diers formed a line across the ‘^tage, looking 
stern, gnin, and lernide enough, to make it a 
pUisant consideration that the\ Uerc hut three 
inches high, and conspicuous above the whole 
was Seen a Merrv Andrew, m the pointed cap 
and motles coat of his profession All the in- 
habitants of this mimic world were motionless, 
111 e the figures m a picture, or like that people 
who one moment were alive m the midst of 
rhtir business and delights, and the next were 
transformed to statues, preserving an eternal 
semblance of labor that was ended, and pleasure 
that could be felt no more Anon, however, 
the old gentleman turned the handle of a barrel 
organ, the first note of which produced a most 
enlivening effect upon the figures, and awoke 
them all to their proper occupations and amuse- 
ments liy the self-same impulse the tailor 
plied his needle, the blacksmith’s hammer de- 
scended upon the anvil, and the dancers whirled 
away on feathcry^ tiptoes, the company of sol- 
diers broke into platoons, retreated from the 
stage, and w’crc succeeded by a troop of horse, 
who came prancing onward with such a sound 
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of trumpets and trampling of hoofs as might 
have startled Don Quixote himself, while an 
old toper, of inveterate ill habits, uplifted his 
black bottle and took off a hearty swig Mean- 
time the Merry Andrew began to caper and 
turn somersets, shaking his sides, nodding his 
head, and winking his eyes in as lifelike a man- 
ner as if he were ridiculing the nonsense of all 
human affairs, and making fun of the whole 
multitude beneath him At length the old 
magician (for I compared the showman to Pro- 
spero entertaining his guests with a mask of 
shadows) paused, that I might give utterance 
to my wonder 

What an admirable piece of work is this ^ 
exclaimed I, lifting up my hands in astonish- 
ment 

Indeed, I liked the spectacle, and was tickled 
with the old man’s gravity as he presided at it, 
for I had none of that foolish wasdom which 
reproves every occupation that is not useful in 
this world of vanities If there be a faculty 
which I possess more perfectly than most men. 
It is that of throwing myself mentally into situ- 
ations foreign to my own, and detecting, with a 
cheerful eye, the desirable circumstances of each 
I could have envied the life of this gray-headed 
showman, spent as it had been in a course of 
safe and pleasurable adventure, in driving his 
huge vehicle sometimes through the sands of 
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Cape Cod, and sometimes over the rough for- 
est roads of the north and cast, and halting now 
on the green before a village meeting-house, 
and now in a paved square of the metropolis 
How often must his heart have been gladdened 
by the delight of children as they viewed these 
animated figures ^ or his pride indulged by 
haranguing learnedly to grown men on the 
mechanical powers which produced such won- 
derful effects, or his gallantry brought into play 
(for this IS an attribute which such grave men 
do not lack) by the visits of pretty maidens ^ 
And then with how fresh a feeling must he re- 
turn, at intervals, to his own peculiar home ^ 

I would I were assured of as happy a life 
as his,"' thought I 

Though the showman’s wagon might have 
accommodated fifteen or twenty spectators, it 
now contained only himself and me, and a third 
person at whom I threw a glance on entenng 
He was a neat and thin young man of two or 
three and twenty , his drab hat, and green frock 
coat with velvet collar, were smart, though no 
longer new, while a pair of green spectacles, that 
seemed needless to his bnsk little eyes, gave 
him something of a scholar-like and literary air 
After allowing me a sufficient time to inspect 
the puppets, he advanced with a bow, and drew 
my attention to some books in a corner of the 
wagon These he forthwith began to extol with 
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an amazing volubility of well-sounding words, 
and an ingenuity of praise, that won him my 
heart, as being myself one of the most merciful 
of critics Indeed, his stock required some con- 
siderable powers of commendation in the sales- 
man , there were several ancient friends of mine, 
the novels of those happy days when my affec- 
tions wavered between the Scottish Chiefs and 
Thomas Thumb , besides a few of later date, 
whose ments had not been acknowledged by 
the public I was glad to find that dear httle 
venerable volume, the New England Primer, 
looking as antique as ever, though in its thou- 
sandth new edition , a bundle of superannuated 
gilt picture-books made such a child of me, that 
partly for the ghttenng covers, and partly for 
the fairy tales within, I bought the whole , and 
an assortment of ballads and popular theatncai 
songs drew largely on my purse To balance 
these expenditures, I meddled neither with ser- 
mons, nor saence, nor morality, though vol- 
umes of each were there , nor with a Life of 
Franklin m the coarsest of paper, but so show- 
ily bound that it was emblematical of the Doc- 
tor himself, in the court-dress which he refused 
to wear at Pans, nor with Webster’s Spelling- 
Book, nor some of Byron's minor poems, nor 
half a dozen little Testaments at twenty-five 
cents each 

Thus far the collection might have been 
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swept from some great bookstore, or picked up 
at an evening auction-room , but there was one 
small blue-covered pamphlet, which the pedlar 
handed me with so peculiar an air, that I pur- 
chased It immediately at his own price , and 
then, for the first time, the thought struck me, 
that I had spoken face to face with the veritable 
author of a printed book The hterary man 
now evinced a great kindness for me, and I ven- 
tured to inquire which way he was travelling 
“ O,” said he, “ I keep company with this 
old gentleman here, and we are moving now 
towards the camp-meeting at Stamford ” 

He then explained to me that for the present 
season he had rented a comer of the wagon as 
a bookstore, which, as he wittily observed, was a 
true Circulating Library, since there were few 
parts of the country where it had not gone its 
rounds I approved of the plan exceedingly, 
and began to sum up within my mind the 
many uncommon felicities in the life of a book 
pedlar, especially when his character resembled 
that of the individual before me At a high 
rate was to be reckoned the daily and hourly 
enjoyment of such interviews as the present, m 
which he seized upon the admiration of a pass- 
ing stranger, and made him aware that a man 
of literar)’^ taste, and even of hterary achiev'e- 
ment, was travelling the country in a showman’s 
wagon A more valuable, yet not infrequent, 
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triumph might he won in hts con\cr$ation^ 
V ith some c]dcrl\ ckrgA nun* long n cgetating in 
n rockv, M,ood\ , waten back settlement ot Xcv» 
England, \^ho, as he recruited h's hhrir) from 
the pedlar’s <;tock of sermons, would exhort him 
to seek a college education rnd become the first 
scholar m his class Sweeter ana prouder ^ct 
would be his sensations vhtn, talking poctrv 
while he sold spelling-books, he shouM charm 
the mmd, and hapK touch the heart, of a tiir 
counttx schoolmistress, herself an unhonorca 
poetess, a wearer of blue stockings which none 
but himself took pains to look at. But the 
scene of his complctest glor) w ould be w hen the 
^vagon had halted for the nicht, and his stock 
of books wais transferred to some crowded bar- 
room Then would he recommend to the muL 
tifanous compan^ , whether traveller from the 
c\t \ , or teamster from the hills, or neighbonng 
squire, or the landlord himself, or his loutish 
hostler, works suited to each particular taste 
and capaatv , pro\ang, all the while, b\ acute 
cnaasm and profound remark, that the lore 
in his books was even exceeded by that in his 
brain 

Thus happih would he traverse the land , 
sometimes a herald before the march of Mind, 
sometimes walking arm in arm with awful Lit- 
erature , and reaping ever\w\ here a han est of 
real and sensible populantv , which the secluded 
164 



THL SEVEN VAGABONDS 

hookworms, h^ whose toil he lived, could never 
hope for 

“ If e\er I meddle with literature,” thought 
I, fiMiig mvsclf in idamantine resolution, ” it 
shall he as a travelling bookseller ” 

Though It was still mid-aftcrnoon, the air had 
now grown dark about us, and a few drops of 
ram came dow n upon the roof of our vehicle, 
pattering like the feet of birds that had flowm 
thither to rest A sound of pleasant voices 
made us listen, and there soon appeared half- 
w av up the ladder the pretty person of a young 
damsel, whose rosy fice was so cheerful that 
even amid the gloom^ light, it seemed as if the 
sunbeams were peeping under her bonnet We 
next saw' the dark and handsome features of 
a young man, W'ho, wath easier gallantry than 
might have been expected in the heart of Yan- 
kee land, w'as assisting her into the wagon It 
became immediately evident to us, when the 
two strangers stood within the door, that they 
were of a profession kindred to those of my 
companions , and I was delighted with the more 
than hospitable, the even paternal, kindness of 
the old showman’s manner, as he welcomed 
them , w'hile the man of literature hastened to 
lead the merry-eyed girl to a seat on the long 
bench 

“You are housed but just m time, my young 
fnends,” said the master of the wagon “ The 
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sky ^\ould hnve been down upon jou witlun fi\c 
minutes ” 

The young nnn’s reph marked him ns a for- 
eigner, not by am vnnntion from the idiom and 
accent of good English, but because he spoke 
with more caution and accuracy than if perfectly 
familiar wath the language 

“ We knew that a shower was hanging oner 
us,” said he, “ and consulted avhether it were 
best to enter the house on the top of eondcr 
hill, but seeing jour wagon in the road" — 

“ We agreed to come hither,” interrupted the 
girl wath a smile, " because we should be more 
at home m a wandering house like this ” 

1 meanwhile, with manj a wald and undeter- 
mined fantasy, was narrowlj inspecting these 
two doles that had flown into our ark The 
young man, tall, agile, and athletic, wore a mass 
of black, shining curls clustering round a dark 
and vivacious countenance, which, if it had not 
greater expression, was at least more active, and 
attracted readier notice, than the quiet faces of 
our country men At his first appearance he had 
been laden w ith a neat mahoganj box, of about 
two feet square, but ver\' light in proportion to 
Its size, which he had immediately unstrapped 

from his shoulders and deposited on the floor 
of the wagon 

The girl had nearly as fair a complexion as 
our own beauties, and a bnghter one than most 
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of them , the lightness of her figure, which 
seemed calculated to traverse the whole world 
without weanness, suited well with the glowing 
cheerfulness of her face , and her gay attire, 
combining the rainbow hues of cnmson, green, 
and a deep orange, was as proper to her light- 
some aspect as if she had been born in it This 
gay stranger was appropriately burdened with 
that mirth-inspinng instrument, the fiddle, 
which her companion took from her hands, and 
shortly began the process of tuning Neither 
of us — the previous company of the wagon — 
needed to inquire their trade , for this could be 
no mystery to frequenters of brigade musters, 
ordinations, cattle-shows, commencements, and 
other festal meetings in our sober land , and 
there is a dear fnend of mine who will smile 
when this page recalls to his memory a chival- 
rous deed performed by us, in rescuing the 
showbox of such a couple from a mob of great 
double-fisted countrymen 

“ Come,” said I to the damsel of gay attire, 
“ shall we visit all the wonders of the world 
together? ” 

She understood the metaphor at once , though 
indeed it would not much have troubled me if 
she had assented to the literal meaning of my 
words The mahogany box was placed m a 
proper position, and I peeped m through its 
small round magnifying window, while the girl 
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sat h's m\ «iide, and ga\c short dcscnptnc 
sketches, as one after another tlic pictures were 
unfolded to m\ view AVc Msued together, at 
least our imaginations did, full man) a famous 
at), in the streets of which I had long ^ earned 
to tread; once, I rememher, we were in the 
harbor of Barcelona, garing townwards , next, 
she bore me through the air to Sicih , and hade 
me look up at bla/mg iEtna , then we took 
wnng to Venice, and sat in a gondola beneath the 
arch of the Rialto , and anon she sat me down 
among the thronged spectators at the corona- 
tion of Napoleon But there was one scene, its 
locality she could not tell, which charmed my 
attention longer than all those gorgeous palaces 
and churches, because the fanc\ haunted me that 
I ms self, the preceding summer, had beheld 
just such a humble meeting-house, in just such 
a pine-surrounded nook, among our own green 
mountains All these pictures were tolerably 
evecutc^d, though far inferior to the girEs touches 
of description , nor was it eas\ to comprehend 
how, in so few sentences, and these, as I sup- 
posed, m a language foreign to her, she con- 
tnved to present an air\ cop^ of each \ aned 
scene When we had travelled through the 
vast extent of the mahogany box, I looked into 
mv guide’s face 

Where are you going, my pretty maid ^ ” 
inquired I, m the words of an old song 
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** \h/* tia \n\ “ sow might ns 

v\ wlaic tiu svimimr wind is going Wu 
nn wmdircrs here, anil tlure, .ind t\er\ where 
WhiitMT there IS north, our nierr) hearts are 
dr\wn to u I o-da\, inditd, iIk j>tojde In\e 
toKl us of n ureal frolic and festival in these 
pans, so jicrhaps wc nn\ he needed at what 
Nou call the cainp-iiKeting at Stamford ” 

I hen m nu lnp[)\ \outh, and while her 
pie Lsant \oice \ et sounded m n^ ears, I sighed , 
for none hut nusclf, I thought, should have 
been her companion m a life which seemed to 
reah/c nn own wild fancies, cherished all 
through Msionarv l)o\ hood to that hour To 
these two Strangers the world was m Us golden 
aue, not that indeed it was less dark and sad 
than e%er, hut because Us weariness and sorrow 
had no communita with their ethereal nature 
Wherea er thc\ might appear in their pilgrimage 
of bliss, Youth would echo hack their gladness, 
carc-stneken Mntunta would rest a moment 
from us tod, and Age, tottering among the 
graacs, w'ould smile in withered joy for their 
sakes The lonely cot, the narrow and gloomy 
street, the sombre shade, would catch a passing 
gleam like that now shining on oursela^cs, as 
these bright spirits wandered by Blessed pair, 
aa hose happy home was throughout all the earth * 

I looked at my shoulders, and thought them 
broad enough to sustain those pictured towns 
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and mountains , mine, too, was an elastic foot, 
as tireless as the wang of the bird of paradise; 
mine tvas then an untroubled heart, that would 
have gone singing on m its delightful w”i\, 

“ O maiden ^ said I aloud, why did }OU 
not come hither alone ^ ” 

While the merrj girl and m5'sclf were bus\ 
with the show box, the unceasing nun had dnven 
another wai^farcr into the wagon He seemed 
prett) nearly of the old showmiairs age, but 
much smaller, leaner, and more withered than 
he, and less respectably clad in a patched suit 
of gray , withal, he had a thin, shrewd countc*- 
nance, and a pair of diminutive graj ev cs, which 
peeped rather too kcenh out of their puckered 
sockets This old fellow had been joking with 
the showman, m a manner which intimated pre- 
vious acquaintance, but perceiving that the 
damsel and I had terminated our affairs, he 
drew forth a folded document, and presented 
It to me As I had antiapatcd, it prov cd to 
be a arcular, written in a verv fair and legible 
hand, and signed bv several distinguished gen- 
tlemen whom I had nearer heard of, stating that 
the bearer had encountered cv^'crv vancty of 
misfortune, and recommending him to the no- 
tice of all chantable people Prev lous disburse- 
ments had left me no more than a fiv e-dollar 
bill, out of which, however, I offered to make 
the beggar a donation, provided he would give 
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sOj after shuffling the cards, and when the fair 
damsel had cut them, I dealt a portion to the 
prophetic beggar Like others of his profes- 
sion, before predicting the shado\v}" events that 
were moAung on to meet me, he gave proof 
of his preternatural science by dcscnbing scenes 
through which I had already passed Here let 
me have credit for a sober fact When the old 
man had read a page in his book of fate, he 
bent his keen gray e\ es on mine, and proceeded 
to relate, in all its minute particulars, what was 
then the most singular event of my life It 
was one which I had no purpose to disclose till 
the general unfolding of all secrets , nor would 
It be a much stranger instance of inscrutable 
knowledge, or fortune conjecture, if the beggar 
were to meet me m the street to-day, and re- 
peat, word for word, the page which I have 
here written The fortune-teller, after predict- 
ing a destiny which Time seems loath to make 
good, put up his cards, secreted his treasure- 
bag, and began to converse v ith the other occu- 
pants of the wagon 

Well, old fnend,” said the showman, you 
have not yet told us which way your face is 
turned this afternoon ” 

I am taking a trip northward, this warm 
weather, ’’ replied the conjurer, “ across the 
Connecticut first, and then up through Ver- 
mont, and may be into Canada before the fall 
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lUit I must stop iiul stc tile hrcikmg up of 
the cimp-mectiug nt StimforB 

I hegnu to thuik thu ill the \ngnnts tn New 
rnghnd were con\ergmg to tile camp-mcLt-- 
mg, and Ind unde tins wagon their rendc7\ous 
h\ the wnN I he showman now proposed 
that, when the shower w is o\er, thet should 
pursue the road to Stamford together, it being 
sometimes the pohc> of these people to form 
a sort of league and confederacj 

And the )oung lady too/’ ohsen^cd the 
gallant hibhopolist, bowing to her profoundh, 
and this foreign gentleman, as I understand, 
arc on a jaunt of pleasure to the same spot It 
would add incalculably to my own enjoyment, 
and I presume to that of my colleague and his 
fnend, if they could be prevailed upon to join 
our part)^ ” 

This arrangement met with approbation on 
all hands, nor were any of those concerned more 
sensible of Its advantages than myself, who had 
no title to be included in it Having already 
satisfied myself as to the several modes m which 
the four others attained fehaty, I next set my 
mind at work to discover what enjoyments were 
peculiar to the old “ Straggler,” as the people 
of the country would have termed the wander- 
mg mendicant and prophet As he pretended 
to famihanty with the Devil, so I fanaed that 
he was fitted to pursue and take delight in his 
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way of life, by possessing some of the mental 
and moral charactenstics^ the lighter and more 
comic ones, of the Devil in popular stones 
Among them might be reckoned a love of 
deception for its own sake, a shreivd eye and 
keen relish for human weakness and ridiculous 
infirmity, and the talent of petty fraud Thus 
to this old man there would be pleasure even 
in the consciousness so insupportable to some 
minds, that his whole life was a cheat upon the 
world, and that, so far as he was concerned 
with the public, his little cunning had the upper 
hand of its united wisdom Every day would 
furnish him with a succession of minute and 
pungent tnumphs as when, for instance, his 
importunity wrung a pittance out of the heart 
of a miser , or when my silly good nature trans- 
ferred a part of my slender purse to his plump 
leather bag , or when some ostentatious gentle- 
man should throw a coin to the ragged beggar 
who was ncher than himself, or when, though 
he would not always be so decidedly diabolical, 
his pretended wants should make him a sharer 
in the scanty hvmg of real indigence Amd 
then what an inexhaustible field of enjoyment, 
both as enabling him to discern so much folly 
and achieve such quantities of minor mischief^ 
was opened to his sneering spint by his preten- 
sions to prophetic knowledge ^ 

All this was a sort of happiness which I could 
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conceive of, though I had little sympathy with 
It Perhaps, had I been then inclined to admit 
It, I might have found that the roving life was 
more proper to him than to either of his com- 
panions , for Satan, to whom I had compared 
the poor man, has delighted, ever since the time 
of Job, m ^^wandenng up and down upon the 
earth , and indeed a crafty disposition which 
operates not in deep-laid plans, but m discon- 
nected tncks, could not have an adequate scope, 
unless naturally impelled to a continual change 
of scene and society My reflections were here 
interrupted 

Another visitor ^ ” exclaimed the old show- 
man 

The door of the wagon had been closed 
against the tempest, which was roanng and 
blustering with prodigious fury and commotion, 
and beating violently against our shelter, as if 
It claimed all those homeless people for its law- 
ful prey, while we, canng little for the displea- 
sure of the elements, sat comfortably talking 
There was now an attempt to open the door, 
succeeded by a voice uttenng some strange, 
unintelligible gibberish, which my companions 
mistook for Greek, and I suspected to be 
thieves’ Latin However, the showman stepped 
forward, and gave admittance to a figure which 
made me imagine, either that our wagon had 
rolled back two hundred years into past ages, 
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or thit the forest and its old inhabitants Ind 
sprung up around us h\ enchantment. 

It was a red Indian, armed with his bo^^ and 
arron His dress wis n sort of cap, adorned 
with a single feather of some wild bird, and a 
frock of blue cotton girded tiglit about him , 
on his breast, like orders of knighthood, hung 
a crescent and a circle, and other ornaments 
of silver, while a small crucifix betokened that 
our Father the Pope had interposed bctw*ccn 
the Indian and the Great Spirit, v\hom he had 
worshipped in his simphatv This son of the 
wilderness and pilgnm of the storm took his 
place silcnth m the midst of us When the 
first surpnse \\ns ov er, I nghtlv conjectured him 
to be one of the Penobscot tnbe, parties of 
which I had often seen, in their summer excur- 
sions down our eastern m ers There thev 
paddle their birch canoes among the coasting- 
schooners, and build their wigwam beside some 
roanng mill-dam, and dnwe a little trade in bas- 
ket-work where their fathers hunted deer Our 
new vnsitor was probably wandenng through the 
countT}' towards Boston, subsisting on the care- 
less chanty of the people, while he turned his 
archery to profitable account by shooting at 
cents, which were to be the pnze of his success- 
ful aim 

The Indian had not long been seated ere our 
merry damsel sought to draw him into conv^er- 
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sation She, indeed, seemed all made up of 
sunshine m the month of May , for there was 
nothing so dark and dismal that her pleasant 
mind could not cast a glow over it , and the 
wild man, like a fir-tree in his native forest, soon 
began to brighten into a sort of sombre cheer- 
fulness At length, she inquired whether his 
journey had any particular end or purpose 

“ I go shoot at the camp-meeting at Stam- 
ford,” replied the Indian 

“ And here are five more,” said the girl, “ all 
aiming at the camp-meeting too You shall be 
one of us, for we travel with light hearts , and 
as for me, I sing merry songs, and tell merry 
tales, and am foil of merry thoughts, and I 
dance memly along the road, so that there is 
never any sadness among them that keep me 
company But, O, you would find it very 
dull indeed to go all the way to Stamford 
alone ' ” 

My ideas of the abonginal character led me 
to fear that the Indian would prefer his own 
solitary musings to the gay society thus offered 
him , on the contrary, the girl’s proposal met 
wth immediate acceptance, and seemed to ani- 
mate him \vith a misty expectation of enjoy- 
ment I now gave myself up to a course of 
thought which, whether it flowed naturally from 
this combination of events, or was drawn forth 
by a wajTvard fancy, caused my mmd to thrill 
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as if I ^^crc listening to deep music I saw 
mankind, in this wear)' old age of the world, 
either enduring a sluggish c\istence amid the 
smoke and dust of cities, or, if the} breathed a 
purer air, sull 1} mg down at night with no hope 
but to wear out to-morrow', and all the to-mor- 
rows w'hich make up life, among the same dull 
scenes and m the same wretched toil that had 
darkened the sunshine of to-day But there 
w'ere some, full of the primeval instinct, who 
preserved the freshness of youth to their latest 
}ears by the continual excitement of new’ ob- 
jects, new pursuits, and new assoaates , and 
cared little, though their birthplace might have 
been here m New England, if the grave should 
close over them in Central Asia Fate was 
summoning a parliament of these free spints , 
unconscious of the impulse which directed them 
to a common centre, they had come hither from 
far and near, and last of all appeared the repre- 
sentative of those mighty vagrants who had 
chased the deer during thousands of years, and 
were chasing it now in the Spirit Land Wan- 
dering dow'n through the waste of ages, the 
woods had vanished around his path , his arm 
had lost somewhat of its strength, his foot of 
Its fleetness, his mien of its wild regality, his 
heart and mind of their savage virtue and 
uncultured force , but here, untamable to the 
routine of artificial hfe, roving now along the 
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roid n<; of old over the forest leaves, here 
wis the Indnn still 

Well/* sud the old showman, in the midst 
of mv meditations, here is an honest company 
of us — one, two, three, four, five, si\ — all 
going to the camp-meeting at Stamford Now^, 
hoping no offence, I should like to knowwdicre 
this young gentleman may he going ^ *' 

I started How came I among these w’an- 
derers ^ The free mind, that preferred its own 
folly to another’s wisdom , the open spint, that 
found companions everywhere, above all, the 
restless impulse, that had so often made me 
wretched m the midst of enjoyments, these 
were my claims to be of their society 

My friends * ” cned I, stepping into the 
centre of the w\agon, “ I am going with you to 
the camp-meeting at Stamford ” 

But m what capacity ^ asked the old 
showman, after a moment’s silence All of 
us here can get our bread in some creditable 
way Every honest man should have his liveli- 
hood You, sir, as I take it, are a mere stroll- 
ing gentleman ” 

I proceeded to inform the company that, 
when Nature gave me a propensity to their way 
of life, she had not left me altogether destitute 
of qualifications for it , though I could not deny 
that my talent was less respectable, and might 
be less profitable, than the meanest of theirs 
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Mv dc«:ign, in short, was to mutate the stor}- 
tcllcrs of whom Oriental tm\cllers ha^ t loid 
us, and become an itinerant no\ elist, reciting 
my own c\temporancous fictions to such audi- 
ences ns 1 could collect 

“ Either this/’ said I, “ is my \ocation, or I 
have been born in lain ’’ 

The fortune-teller, with a sly wink to the 
company, proposed to take me ns an apprentice 
to one or other of his professions, cither of 
which, undoubtcdlv, w ould have gi\ en full scope 
to whatever mventii e talent I might possess 
The bibhopohst spoke a few words in opposi- 
tion to mv plan, influenced partlv, I suspect, bv 
the jealousy of authorship, and parth bv ati 
apprehension that the -viva voce practice would 
become general among noi chsts, to the infi- 
nite detnment of the book trade Dreading a 
rejection, I solicited the interest of the merr)' 
damsel 

“ Mirth,” cned I, most aptlj appropriating 
the words of L’ Allegro, “ to thee I sue ' 
Mirth, admit me of th) crew’ ' ” 

“ Let us indulge the poor > outh,” said 
Mirth, with a kindness which made me love 
her dearlj , though I was no such coxcomb as 
to misinterpret her motives “ I ha\ e espied 
much promise in him True, a shadow some- 
times flits across his brow, but the sunshine is 
sure to follow m a moment He is never guilty 
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of 1 thought, hut a nicrn one is iwm horn 
with It We will take him with us, and )ou 
shall see that he will set us ill i-Jiughing be- 
fore WL reach the cinip-nicctmg at Stamford 
Her %oicc silenced the scruples of the rest, 
ind gamed me admittance into the league, 
according to the terms of which, without a 
communirv of goods or profits, we were to lend 
each other all the aid, and a\crt all the harm, 
that might be in our power This affair settled, 
a marvellous jol!it\ entered into the whole tnbe 
of us, manifesting itself charactcnstically in each 
indnidual The old showman, sitting dowm to 
his barrel organ, stirred up the souls of the 
p}gmy people with one of the quickest tunes 
in the music-book , tailors, blacksmiths, gentle- 
men and ladies, all seemed to share m the spint 
of the occasion , and the Mcrr} Andrew played 
his part more facctiousl} than ever, nodding 
and wanking particularly at me The young 
foreigner flounshed his fiddle-bow^ with a mas- 
ter’s hand, and gave an inspiring echo to the 
showman’s mclodv The bookish man and the 
merry damsel started up simultaneously to 
dance , the former enacting the double shuffle 
m a style which everybody must have witnessed 
ere Election week w^as blotted out of time, 
while the girl, setting her arms akimbo wath 
both hands at her slim waist, displayed such 
light rapidity of foot, and harmony of varying 
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attitude and motion, that I could not conceive 
how she ever was to stop , imagining, at the 
moment, that Nature had made her, as the old 
showman had made his puppets, for no earthly 
purpose but to dance jigs The Indian bel- 
lowed forth a succession of most hideous out- 
cnes, somewhat affrighting us till we interpreted 
them as the war-song, with which, in imitation 
of his ancestors, he was prefacing the assault 
on Stamford The conjurer, meanwhile, sat 
demurely m a comer, extracting a sly enjoyment 
from the whole scene, and, like the facetious 
Menr Andrew, directing his queer glance par- 
ticularly at me. 

As for myself, with great exhilaration of 
fancy, I began to arrange and color the inci- 
dents of a tale, wherewith I proposed to amuse 
an audience that very evening , for I saw that 
niy associates were a little ashamed of me, and 
that no time was to be lost in obtaining a pub- 
lic acknowledgment of my abihnes 

Come, fellow laborers,’’ at last said the old 
showman, whom we had elected President, 
the shower is over, and we must be doing our 
dut\^ by these poor souls at Stamford ” 

We ’ll come among them m procession with 
music and dancing,” cned the merry damsel 
Accordingly — for it must be understood 
that our pilgrimage was to be performed on 
foot — we sallied joyously out of the v'agon, 
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(.ich of u*:, c%cn the old gcntli.nnn in his \\hite 
top-hoot':, ing a. grcnt skip ss \'.t came down 
the hddtr Abo\c our heads there was such a 
glon of sunshine and splendor of clouds, and 
such bnghtness of %crdurc below, that, as I 
inodcstU remarked at the time. Nature seemed 
to ha\e washed her face, and put on the best 
of hcrjewclrv and a fresh green gown, in honor 
of our confederation Casting our c\ es north- 
ward, we beheld a horseman approaching Ici- 
surch , and splashing through the little puddles 
on the Stamford road Onward he came, stick- 
ing up m his saddle with ngid perpcndiculantv, 
a tall, thin figure in rust)' black, whom the 
showman and the conjurer shortl) recogni7cd 
to be, what his aspect sufficiently indicated, a 
tra\elhng preacher of great fame among the 
Methodists What puy/led us was the fact 
that his face appeared turned from, instead of 
to, the camp-mceting at Stamford However, 
as this new votarv of the wandenng life drew 
near the little green space where the guidepost 
and our wagon were situated, my six fellow 
vagabonds and mjself rushed forward and sur- 
rounded him, CT) mg out with united voices, — 
"What news, what news from the camp- 
meeting at Stamford ' ” 

The missionary looked down in surprise at 
as singular a knot of people as could have been 
selected from all his heterogeneous auditors 
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Indeed, considering that we might all be clas- 
sified under the general head of Vagabond, 
there was great div’^crsity of character among the 
grave old showman, the slv, prophetic beggar, 
the fiddling foreigner and his nicrrj^ damsel, the 
smart bibliopolist, the sombre Indian, and my- 
self, the Itinerant novelist, a slender youth of 
eighteen I even fancied that a smile was en- 
deavoring to disturb the iron gravity of the 
preacher’s mouth 

Good people,” answered he, the camp- 
meeting is broke up ” 

So saying, the Methodist minister switched 
his steed and rode westward Our union be- 
ing thus nullified by the removal of its object, 
we were sundered at once to the four wands 
of heaven The fortune-teller giving a nod to 
all, and a peculiar wink to me, departed on hi5 
northern tour, chuckling wathin himself as he 
took the Stamford road The old showman 
and his literary coadjutor were already tackling 
their horses to the wagon, wath a design to 
peregrinate southwest along the sea-coast The 
foreigner and the merrv damsel took their 
laughing leave, and pursued the eastern road, 
which I had that day trodden , as they passed 
away, the young man played a lively strain and 
the girl’s happy spint broke into a dance 
and thus, dissolving, as it were, into sunbeams 
and gav music, that pleasant pair departed from 
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nij \ it-w I'linlh jUith a pensive shadow thrown 
acro<!s nn nnnd, ) ct tin ions of the light phi- 
losopln of m\ late companions, I joined myself 
to the I’cnohscot Indian and set forth towards 
the distant cit\ . 
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T he moonbeams came through two 
deep and narrow ^\lndo^^s, and showed 
a spacious chamber richly furnished 
in an antique fashion From one lattice the 
shadow of the diamond panes was thrown upon 
the floor ; the ghostly light, through the other, 
slept upon a bed, falling between the heavy 
silken curtains, and illuminating the face of a 
young man But, how quietly the slumberer 
lay * how pale his features ^ and how like a 
shroud the sheet was wound about his frame * 
Yes, It was a corpse, in its bunal clothes 
Suddenly, the fixed features seemed to move 
with dark emotion Strange fantasy ^ It wras 
but the shadow of the fringed curtain waving 
betwixt the dead face and the moonlight, as the 
door of the chamber opened and a girl stole 
softly to the bedside Was there delusion in 
the moonbeams, or did her gesture and her eye 
betray a gleam of tnumph, as she bent over the 
pale corpse — pale as itself — and pressed her 
living lips to the cold ones of the dead ^ As 
she drew back from that long kiss, her features 
writhed as if a proud heart were fighting with 
Its anguish Again it seemed that the features 
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of the corpse Inti tno\ cd responsive to her own 
Still nn illusion ’ I he silken curtain Ind waved, 
a second time, hetv\i\t the dead face and the 
moonlight, as another fair \oung girl unclosed 
the door, and glided, ghost-hke, to the bedside 
'I here the two maidens stood, both beautiful, 
with the pale beaut} of the dead between them 
But she who had first entered was proud and 
statch , and the other a soft and fragile thing 
“Awav'” cned the loft} one “Thou 
hadst him living' The dead is mine ' ’’ 

“ Thine ' ” returned the other, shuddering 
“ Well hast thou spoken ' The dead is thine ' ” 
The proud girl started, and stared into her 
face wath a ghastly look But a wild and 
mournful expression passed across the features 
of the gentle one , and weak and helpless, she 
sank down on the bed, her head pillow'ed beside 
that of the corpse, and her hair mingling wath 
his dark locks A creature of hope and joy, 
the first draught of sorrow had bewildered her 
“ Edith ' ” cned her nval 
Edith groaned, as \vith a sudden compression 
of the heart , and removing her cheek from the 
dead youth’s pillow', she stood upnght, fearfully 
encountenng the eyes of the lofty girl 

“ Wilt thou betray me ^ ” said the latter 
calmlv 

“Till the dead bid me speak, I will be 
silent,” answered Edith “ Leave us alone to- 
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gether ' Go, and live many } cars, and then 
return, and tell me of th^ life He, too, wll be 
here i Then, if thou tellest of sufTcnngs more 
than death, we will both forgive thee ” 

“ And what shall be the token ? ” asked the 
proud girl, as if her heart acknowledged a 
meaning in these \vild words 

“ This lock of hair,” said Edith, lifting one 
of the dark, clustering curls that lay heavilv 
on the dead man’s brow 

The two maidens joined their hands over the 
bosom of the corpse, and appointed a da} and 
hour, far, far in time to come, for their next 
meeting in that chamber The statelier girl 
gave one deep look at the motionless counte- 
nance, and departed — yet turned again and 
trembled ere she closed the door, almost believ- 
ing that her dead lover frowned upon her 
And Edith, too ’ Was not her white form fad- 
ing into the moonlight ? Scorning her own 
weakness, she went forth, and perceived that a 
negro slave was waiting in the passage with a 
wax-light, which he held between her face and 
his own, and regarded her, as she thought, with 
an ugly expression of memment. Lifbng his 
torch on high, the slave lighted her down the 
staircase, and undid the portal of the mansion 
The voung clerg^ man of the town had just 
ascended the steps, and bowing to the lady, 
passed in without a word 
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Ytnrs, man) \ c irs, rolltci on , the world 
scLincd iiLW again, so much older was it grown 
since the night when those pale girls had clasped 
their hands across the bosom of the corpse In 
the interval, a ionelj woman had passed from 
\outh to evtreme age, and was known by all 
the town as the “Old Maid m the Winding 
Sheet ” A taint of insanit) had affected her 
whole life, but so quiet, sad, and gentle, so 
utterlj free from violence, that she w'as suffered 
to pursue her harmless fantasies, unmolested 
b) the world, with whose business or pleasures 
she had nought to do She dwelt alone, and 
nee cr came into the daylight, except to follow 
funerals Whenever a corpse w’as borne along 
the street, in sunshine, rain, or snow whether a 
pompous tram of the rich and proud thronged 
after it, or few' and humble were the mourners, 
behind them came the lonely w'oman in a long 
white garment which the people called her 
shroud She took no place among the kindred 
or the friends, but stood at the door to hear the 
funeral prayer, and walked in the rear of the 
procession, as one w'hose earthly charge it was 
to haunt the house of mourning, and be the 
shadow of affliction, and see that the dead were 
duly buned So long had this been her custom, 
that the inhabitants of the town deemed her a 
part of every funeral, as much as the coffin pall, 
or the very corpse itself, and augured ill of the 
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sinner’s dcstin) unless the “ Old Maid in the 
Winding Sheet ” came gliding, like a ghost, be- 
hind Once, It IS said, she aflrightcd a bridal 
party with her pale presence, appearing sud- 
denly in the illuminated hall, just as the pnest 
was uniting a false maid to a wealthy man, be- 
fore her lover had been dead a year Evil 
the omen to that marriage * Sometimes she 
stole forth by moonlight and visited the graves 
of venerable Integnty, and wedded Love, and 
virgin Innocence, and evety spot where the 
ashes of a kind and faithful heart were moulder- 
ing Over the hillocks of those favored dead 
would she stretch out her arms, with a gesture, 
as if she were scattering seeds , and many 
believed that she brought them from the gar- 
den of Paradise , for the graves which she had 
visited were green beneath the snow, and 
covered with sweet flowers from Apnl to No- 
vember Her blessing was better than a holy 
verse upon the tombstone Thus wore away 
her long, sad, peaceful, and fantastic life, till 
few were so old as she, and the people of later 
generations wondered how the dead had ever 
been buried, or mourners had endured their 
gnef, without the '' Old Maid in the Winding 
Sheet ” 

Still years went on, and still she followed 
funerals, and was not yet summoned to her own 
festival of death One afternoon, the great 

190 



I UL wun I OLD MAID 

street of the town uis all nine with business 
and bustle, though the sun now gilded onlj the 
upper half of the church spire, having left 
the house-tops and loftiest trees in shadow^ 
'J he scene was cheerful and animated, in spite 
of the sombre shade between the high brick 
buildings Here were pompous merchants, m 
white wigs and laced \ civet, the bronred faces 
of sea-captains, the foreign garb and air of Span- 
ish creoles , and the disdainful port of natives 
of Old England, all contrasted with the rough 
aspect of one or two back settlers, negotiating 
sales of timber from forests where axe had never 
sounded Sometimes a lady passed, swelling 
roundly forth in an embroidered petticoat, bal- 
ancing her steps in high-heeled shoes, and curt- 
sying wath lofty grace to the punctilious obei- 
sances of the gentlemen The life of the town 
seemed to have its very centre not far from an 
old mansion that stood somewhat back from 
the pavement, surrounded by neglected grass, 
wath a strange air of loneliness, rather deepened 
than dispelled by the throng so near it Its 
site would have been suitably occupied by a 
magnificent Exchange or a bnck block, lettered 
all over with vanous signs , or the large house 
Itself might have made a noble tavern, with the 
“ King’s Arms ” swinging before it, and guests 
in every chamber, instead of the present soli- 
tude But, owing to some dispute about the 
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right of inhcntancc, the mansion had been long 
without a tenant, decaying from year to year, 
and throwing the stately gloom of its shadow 
over the busiest part of the town Such 
the scene, and such the time, when a figure un- 
like any that have been described was obser\''cd 
at a distance down the street 

I espy a strange sail yonder,*' remarked a 
Liverpool captain, that woman in the long 
white garment ^ " 

The sailor seemed much struck by the ob- 
ject, as w^ere several others who, at the same 
moment, caught a glimpse of the figure that had 
attracted his notice Almost immediately the 
various topics of conversation gave place to 
speculations, in an undertone, on this unwonted 
occurrence 

Can there be a funeral so late this after- 
noon ? inquired some 

They looked for the signs of death at every 
door — the sexton, the hearse, the assemblage 
of black-clad relatives — all that makes up the 
w^oeful pomp of funerals They raised their 
eyes, also, to the sun-gilt spire of the church, 
and wondered that no clang proceeded from ip 
bell, which had always tolled till now when thus 
figure appeared m the light of day But nonje 
had heard that a corpse was to be borne to itjs 
home that afternoon, nor was there any tokeip 
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of 1 funcnl, except the appintion of the “ Old 
Mniti in the Winding Sheet ” 

“ W!nt nnA this portend ? ” ashed each man 
of his neighbor 

All smiled as the) put the question, }'ctMith 
a certain trouble m their eves, as if pestilence 
or some other vide calamity were prognosticated 
b) the untimeh intrusion among the living of 
one whose presence had alwa\s been associated 
with death and woe What a comet is to the 
earth was that sad woman to the town Still 
she mo\ed on, while the hum of surpnse w^as 
hushed at her approach, and the proud and the 
humble stood aside, that her w'hitc garment 
might not wave against them It was a long, 
loose robe, of spotless purity Its wearer ap- 
peared \ cry old, pale, emaciated, and feeble, yet 
glided onward without the unsteady pace of ex- 
treme age At one point of her course a little 
rosy boy burst forth from a door, and ran, with 
open arms, towards the ghostly woman, seem- 
ing to expect a kiss from her bloodless bps She 
made a slight pause, fixing her eye upon him 
w'lth an expression of no earthly sweetness, so 
that the child shivered and stood awe-struck, 
rather than affrighted, while the Old Maid 
passed on Perhaps her garment might have 
been polluted even by an infant’s touch , per- 
haps her kiss would have been death to the 
sweet boy within a year 
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She IS but a shadow,” whispered the super- 
stitious “ The child put forth his arms and 
could not grasp her robe ' ” 

The wonder w^as increased w'hcn tlie Old 
Maid passed beneath the porch of the deserted 
mansion, ascended the moss-covered steps, lifted 
the iron knocker, and gave three raps The 
people could only conjecture that some old 
remembrance, troubling her bew'ildered brain, 
a impe led the poor woman hither to visit the 
nen s o her youth , all gone from their home 
ong since and forever, unless their ghosts still 
haunted It— fit company for the “ Old Maid 
? , mding Sheet ” An elderly man ap- 
proac e the steps, and, reverently uncovering 
nis^^ay locks, essayed to explain the matter 
K Madam, ’ said he, “ have dw'elt m 
ouse these fifteen years agone — no, not 
^ ^ of old Colonel Fenwicke, whose 

remember to have followed 
Jin-17 agreed among themselves, 

TJi nm SO to rum ” 

<!hrrhi-^ Maid looked slowly round with a 
Sosture of one hand, and a finger of the 
J.I ^pon er lip, appeanng more shadow-like 
t^n ever in the obscurity of the porch But 
^in s e ifted the hammer, and gave, this 
e, a sing e rap Could it be that a footstep 
now card coming down the staircase of the 
mansion, which all conceived to have been 
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so long untenanted ? Slowly, feebly, yet heav- 
ily, like the pace of an aged and infirm person, 
the step approached, more distinct on every 
downward stair, till it reached the portal The 
bar fell on the inside , the door was opened 
One upward glance towards the church spire, 
whence the sunshine had just faded, was the 
last that the people saw of the “ Old Maid in 
the Winding Sheet ” 

“Who undid the door? ” asked many 
This question, owing to the depth of shadow 
beneath the porch, no one could satisfactonly 
answer Two or three aged men, while protest- 
ing against an inference which might be drawn, 
affirmed that the person within was a negro, 
and bore a singular resemblance to old Caesar, 
formerly a slave in the house, but freed by death 
some thirty years before 

“ Her summons has waked up a servant of 
the old family,” said one half seriously 

“ Let us wait here,” replied another “ More 
guests will knock at the door, anon But the 
gate of the graveyard should be thrown open ' ” 
Twilight had overspread the town before the 
crowd began to separate, or the comments on 
this incident were exhausted One after another 
was wending his way homeward, vhen a coach 
— no common spectacle in those da\s — drove 
slowly into the street It was an old-fashioned 
equipage, hanging close to the ground, with 
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arms on the panels, a footman behind, and a 
grave, corpulent coachman stated high in front 
— the whole giving an idea of solemn state and 
dignity There was something awful in the 
heavy rumbling of the wheels The coach rolled 
down the street, till, coming to the gateway of 
the deserted mansion, it drew up, and the foot- 
man sprang to the ground 

“ Whose grand coach is this ^ asked a very 
inquisitive body 

The footman made no reply, but ascended 
the steps of the old house, gave three raps with 
the iron hammer, and returned to open the coach 
door An old man, possessed of the heraldic 
lore so common in that day, examined the shield 
of arms on the panel 

Azure, a lion's head erased, between three 
flower-de-luces," said he , then w^hispered the 
name of the family to whom these bearings 
belonged The last mhentor of his honors was 
recently dead, after a long residence amid the 
splendor of the British court, where his birth 
and wealth had given him no mean station 
He left no child," continued the herald, ^^and 
these arms, being m a lozenge, betoken that the 
coach appertains to his w^idow " 

Further disclosures, perhaps, might have been 
made, had not the speaker suddenly been struck 
dumb by the stern eye of an ancient lady, who 
thrust forth her head from the coach, preparing 
196 



Tin W in I I OM) MAID 


to dt (.tlui 'lie emerged, the Jieople n.iw 

tint lur dn*'': w n iingnifieent, and her figure 
dignifitil, 11) epiit of ntie and inrinnit\ — a 
etatclv mm, hut with a look, at once, of pride 
and wretchedneia Her ‘trong and rigid fea- 
ture'; had an aue ahoiu them, unlike that of 
the white Ohi Maid, hut ns of something c\ il 
She passed up the steps, leaning on a gold- 
headed cane, the door swung open as she as- 
cended — and the light of a torch glittered on 
the emhroiden of her dress, and gleamed on the 
pillars of the porch After a monientar)' pause 
— a glance backwards — and then a desperate 
effort — she went in 'I he decipherer of the coat 
of arms had eentured up the low'est step, and 
shrinking hack immcdiatel) , pale and tremu- 
lous, affirmed that the torch was held bv the 
ecn' image of old Ca.sar 

“ But such a hideous grin,” added he, "was 
never seen on the face of mortal man, black or 
w'hite ' It will haunt me till my dying day ” 
Meantime, the coach had w'heelcd round, 
with a prodigious clatter on the pavement, 
and rumbled up the street, disappeanng in the 
te\ihght, w'hile the ear still tracked its eourse 
Scarcely was it gone, w'hen the people began to 
question w'hether the eoaeh and attendants, the 
ancient lady, the spectre of old Caisar, and the 
Old Maid herself, were not all a strangely com- 
bined delusion, with some dark purport in its 
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m\stcrv The %\hole toun was astir, so that, 
instead of dispersing, the croud contmuaiH 
increased, and stood garing up at the uindows 
of the mansion, nou silvered by the bnghten- 
mg moon The elders, glad to indulge the 
narrauve propensit\" of age, told of the long- 
faded splendor of the family, the entertainments 
the\ had given, and the guests, the greatest of 
the land, and e\ en titled and noble ones from 
abroad, who had passed beneath that portal 
These graphic reminiscences seemed to call up 
the ghosts of those to whom they referred So 
strong was the impression on some of the more 
imaginative hearers, that two or three uere 
seized with trembling fits, at one and the same 
moment, protesting that thev’ had distinctlv 
heard three other raps of the iron knocker 
Impossible ^ exclaimed others See ' 
The moon shines beneath the porch, and shows 
every part of it, except in the narrow shade of 
that pillar There is no one there * ” 

Did not the door open ^ ** whispered one of 
these fanciful persons 

Didst thou see it, too ^ ” said his compan- 
ion, in a startled tone. 

But the general sentiment was opposed to the 
idea that a third vnsitant had made application 
at the door of the deserted house A few, how- 
ev^er, adhered to this new marvel, and even 
declared that a red gleam like that of a torch 
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*hnni (hr(nirh rlu prcnt frotu vMudouia*; if 
the netzrowert h[ditinu n rut t up the stnim^c 
I lus, ton, \\n* prnnounctil i nu rt hnn«i\ Hut 
It ('nee the whole nuilntiuit Mnrttd, iiui each 
nnn I'cluld lu«^ own terror piinttd in the ficcs 
of nil the rcM 

W Int nn nwful thinr is this' ’ cm d fht\ 

\ shriek too ftirfulh distinct («)r doubt hn(i 
been htnrd within tlu innnsion, brtnl-m^ forth 
suddenK , nnd sutcttdtd In i tietp stilhuss, is 
if 1 heirt Ind burst in txninr it utrtnnct I he 
people 1- nevt not nlutlur to Ih from the \er\ 
sight of the house, or to rush trembling in, ind 
seirch out the scrinre ni\stcr\ \mul their con- 
fusion ind idnrhr, tlu \ were sonuwhit reis- 
sured h\ the ippeirince ot tluir clertTVinin, a 
\cnenble pitrnrch, iiul eipiilU i sunt, who 
hid tiuglu them irui their titlurs the wi\ to 
heivcn for more thin the spiee of in ordmirv 
lifetime He uis 1 reverend figure, with long 
white hair upon his shoulders, a white lieard 
upon his breast, ind i Inck so hent over his 
staff thir he seemed to l>e looking downwird 
continuallv, as if to choose i proper gnve for 
his wcir\ frame It wis some time before the 
good old man, bcin^ deif ind of impiircd in- 
tellect, could be mide to eomprehend such por- 
tions of the affair as were comprehensible at all 
But, w^hen possessed of the facts, his energies 
assumed unexpected vigor 
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“ Venly,” said the old gentleman, “ it will 
be fitting that I enter the mansion house of 
the worthy Colonel Fenwickc, lest any harm 
should have befallen that true Chnstian woman 
whom ye call the ‘ Old Maid in the Winding 
Sheetv’ ” 

Behold, then, the venerable clergyman as- 
cending the steps of the mansion, with a torch- 
bearer behind him It ivas the elderly man who 
had spoken to the Old Maid, and the same who 
had afterwards explained the shield of arms and 
recognized the features of the negro Like their 
predecessors, they gave three raps with the iron 
hammer 

“ Old Ciesar cometh not,” observed the pnest 
“ Well I wot he no longer doth service m this 
mansion ” 

“ Assuredly, then, it was something worse, in 
old Caesar’s likeness * ” said the other adven- 
turer 

“ Be It as God wills,” answered the clergy- 
man “ See ' my strength, though it be much 
decayed, hath sufficed to open this heavy door 
Let us enter and pass up the staircase ” 

Here occurred a singular exemplification of 
the dreamy state of a very old man’s mind As 
they ascended the wide flight of stairs, the aged 
clerg^TOan appeared to move with caution, occa- 
sionally standing aside, and oftener bending his 
head, as it were in salutation, thus practising all 
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the gestures of one who makes his way through 
a throng Reaching the head of the staircase, 
he looked around with sad and solemn benig- 
nity, laid aside his staff, bared his hoar)'^ locks, 
and was evidently on the point of commencing 
a prayer 

“ Reverend Sir,” said his attendant, who con- 
ceived this a very suitable prelude to their fur- 
ther search, “ would it not be well that the 
people join with us in prayer ^ ” 

“ Welladay ' ” cried the old clergyman, star- 
ing strangely around him “Art thou here 
with me, and none other? Venly, past times 
were present to me, and I deemed that I was 
to make a funeral prayer, as many a time here- 
tofore, from the head of this staircase Of a 
truth, I saw the shades of many that are gone 
Yea, I have prayed at their burials, one after 
another, and the ‘ Old Maid in the Winding 
Sheet ' hath seen them to their graves ' ” 

Being now more thoroughly awake to their 
present purpose, he took his staff and struck 
forcibly on the floor, till there came an echo 
from each deserted chamber, but no menial to 
answer their summons They therefore walked 
along the passage, and again paused, opposite to 
the great front window through which was seen 
the crowd, m the shadow and partial moonlight 
of the street beneath On their nght hand was 
the open door of a chamber, and a closed one 
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on their left The clergyman pointed his cane 
to the carved oak panel of the latter 

“ Within that chamber,” observed he, “ a 
whole lifetime since, did I sit by the death-bed 
of a goodly young man, who, being now at the 
last gasp ” — 

Apparently there was some powerful excite- 
ment in the ideas which had now flashed across 
his mind He snatched the torch from his 
companion’s hand, and threw open the door 
with such sudden violence that the flame was 
extinguished, leaving them no other light than 
the moonbeams, which fell through two win- 
dows into the spacious chamber It was suffi- 
cient to discover all that could be known In 
a high-backed oaken armchair, upnght, with her 
hands clasped across her breast, and her head 
thrown back, sat the “ Old Maid in the Wind- 
ing Sheet ” The stately dame had fallen on her 
knees, with her forehead on the holy knees of 
the Old Maid, one hand upon the floor and the 
other pressed convulsively against her heart. 
It clutched a lock of hair, once sable, now dis- 
colored with a greenish mould As the pnest 
and layman advanced into the chamber, the Old 
Maid’s features assumed such a semblance of 
shifting expression that they trusted to hear the 
whole mystery explained by a single word But 
It was only the shadow of a tattered curtain wav- 
ing betwixt the dead face and the moonlight 
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“ Both dead ' ” said the venerable man 
“Then who shall divulge the secret? Me- 
thinks It glimmers to and fro in my mind, like 
the light and shadow across the Old Maid’s 
face And now ’t is gone * ” 
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AND so, Peter, you won't even consider of 
the business ^ ” said Mr John Brown, 
^ buttoning his surtout over the snug 
rotundity of his person, and drawing on his 
gloves “ You positively refuse to let me have 
this crazy old house, and the land under and 
adjoining, at the price named ^ ” 

“ Neither at that, nor treble the sum," 
responded the gaunt, gnzzled, and threadbare 
Peter Goldthwaite “ The fact is, Mr Brown, 
you must find another site for your bnck block, 
and be content to leave my estate with the pre- 
sent owner Next summer, I intend to put a 
splendid new mansion over the cellar of the old 
house " 

Pho, Peter ^ ” cned Mr Brown, as he 
opened the kitchen door , “ content yourself 
with building castles m the air, where house- 
lots are cheaper than on earth, to say nothing 
of the cost of bncks and mortar Such foun- 
dations are solid enough for your edifices, while 
this underneath us is just the thing for mine , 
and so we may both be suited What say you 
again ^ " 
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tVcci'iclN \\Inl I «;iul hcforc, Mr Hroun/' 
nn^wcrtcl l\ttr (Toldthwnilc And ns for cns- 
tlc*> in the nr, nnni. in i\ not Ik is magnificent 
IS tint sort of architecture, hut perhaps is suh- 
stintnl, Mr llroun, is the \erj rcspectihlc 
hnek block with dn -goods stores, tiilors’ shops, 
itul hinking-rooms on the lower floor, ind liw~ 
Ners' officers in tile second sior)% which )Ou arc 
so iiiMOus to substitute ” 

And the cost, Peter, eh ? '' siid Mr Hrown, 
IS he withdrew in something of a pet ** Tint, 
I suppose, will be prOMded for, off-hand, by 
drawing i check on Bubble Bink ^ ’’ 

John Brown ind Peter Goldthwaitc Ind been 
jointh known to the commcrcnl world benveen 
twenrv and thirt) ycirs before, under the firm 
of Goldthwaite & Brown , which copirtncrship, 
however, was spccdilj dissolved by the natural 
incongruity of its constituent parts Since 
that event, John Browm, with exactly the quali- 
ties of a thousand other John Browns, and by 
just such plodding methods as they used, had 
prospered wonderfully, and become one of 
the wealthiest John Browns on earth Peter 
Goldthwaite, on the contrary, after innumerable 
schemes, which ought to have collected all the 
com and paper currency of the country into his 
coifers, was as needy a gentleman as ever wore 
a patch upon his elbow The contrast between 
him and his former partner may be briefly 
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marked , for Brox\ n never reckoned upon luck, 
yet always had it, while Peter made luck the 
mam condition of his projects, and a]wa\s 
missed iL While the means held out, his spec- 
ulations had been magnificent, but were chiefly 
confined, of late years, to such small business 
as adventures in the lottery Once he had gone 
on a gold-gathenng expedition somewhere to 
the South, and ingeniously contnved to empty 
his pockets more thoroughly than ever ; while 
others, doubtless, were filling theirs wnth native 
bulhon by the handful More recently he had 
expended a legacy of a thousand or two of dol- 
lars in purchasing Mexican senp, and thereby 
became the propnetor of a pro\nnce , which, 
however, so far as Peter could find out, was 
situated where he might have had an empire 
for the same money, — in the clouds From 
a search after this valuable real estate Peter 
returned so gaunt and threadbare that, on 
reaching New England, the scarecrows m the 
cornfields beckoned to him, as he passed by 
“ They did but flutter in the wind,” quoth 
Peter Goldthwaite No, Peter, they beckoned, 
for the scarecrows knew their brother ^ 

At the period of our story his whole fusible 
income would not have paid the tax of the old 
mansion in which we find him It was one of 
those rusty, moss-grown, many-peaked wooden 
houses, wtuch are scattered about the streets of 
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our elder towns, with n hcctlc-brow'cd second 
stor\ projecting o\cr the foundition, as if it 
frowned at the novelt) around it This old 
paternal edifice, needy as he was, and though, 
being centrally situated on the principal street 
of the town, It would have brought him a hand- 
some sum, the sagacious Peter had his owm rea- 
sons for ne\cr parting with, either b) auction 
or pn\ ate sale There seemed, indeed, to be a 
fatality that connected him w'lth his birthplace , 
for, often as he had stood on the verge of ruin, 
and standing there even now, he had not yet 
taken the step beyond it which would have 
compelled him to surrender the house to his 
creditors So here he dwelt with bad luck till 
good should come 

Here, then, in his kitchen, the only room 
where a spark of fire took off the chill of a 
November evening, poor Peter Goldthwaite had 
just been visited by his nch old partner At 
the close of their interview, Peter, avith rather a 
mortified look, glanced dowmwards at his dress, 
parts of which appeared as ancient as the days of 
Goldthwaite & Brown His upper garment was 
a mixed surtout, woefully faded, and patched 
with newer stuff on each elbow , beneath this 
he wore a threadbare black coat, some of the 
silk buttons of which had been replaced with 
others of a different pattern , and lastly, though 
he lacked not a pair of gray pantaloons, they 
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were very shabby ones, and had been partially 
turned brown by the frequent toasting of Peter’s 
shins before a scanty fire Peter’s person \^as 
in keeping with his goodly apparel Gray- 
headed, hollow-eyed, palc-cheeked, and Ican- 
bodied, he was the perfect picture of a man who 
had fed on windy schemes and empty hopes, 
till he could neither live on such unwholesome 
trash, nor stomach more substantial food But, 
withal, this Peter Goldthwaite, crack-brained 
simpleton as, perhaps, he was, might have cut 
a very brilliant figure m the world, had he em- 
ployed his imagination m the airy business of 
poetry, instead of making it a demon of mis- 
chief m mercantile pursuits After all, he was 
no bad fellow, but as harmless as a child, and 
as honest and honorable, and as much of the 
gentleman which nature meant him for, as an 
irregular life and depressed circumstances will 
permit any man to be 

As Peter stood on the uneven bncks of his 
hearth, looking round at the disconsolate old 
kitchen, his eyes began to kindle with the 
illumination of an enthusiasm that never long 
deserted him He raised his hand, clenched 
It, and smote it energetically against the smoky 
panel over the fireplace 

The time is come^” said he ‘^With such 
a treasure at command, it were folly to be a 
poor man any longer To-morrow morning I 
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will hugin with the garret, nor desist till 1 have 
lorn the house down ’ 

Deep m the chiinnev-corneT, like a w^itch in 
a dark ca\crn, sat a httle old woman, mending 
one of the two pairs of stockings w herewith 
Peter Goldthwaitc kept his toes from being 
frostbitten As the feet were ragged past all 
darning, she had cut pieces out of a cast-ofF 
flannel petticoat, to make new soles Tabitha 
Porter was an old maid, upwards of sixty years 
of age, fift}-fivc of w'hich she had sat m that 
same chimne) -corner, such being the length of 
time since Peter's grandfather had taken her 
from the almshouse She had no fnend but 
Peter, nor Peter any fnend but Tabitha, so 
long as Peter might have a shelter for his own 
head, Tabitha w^ould know w^hcre to shelter 
hers , or, being homeless elsewhere, she would 
take her master by the hand and bnng him 
to her native home, the almshouse Should it 
ever be necessary, she loved him well enough 
to feed him with her last morsel, and clothe 
him with her under petticoat But Tabitha 
was a queer old woman, and, though never 
infected with Peter’s flightmess, had become 
so accustomed to his freaks and follies that she 
viewed them all as matters of course Heanng 
him threaten to tear the house down, she 
looked quietly up from her work 
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“ Best leave the kitchen till the last, Mr 
Peter,"" said she 

The sooner v e ha\ e it all down, the better,'" 
said Peter Goldthwaite I am tired to death 
of Imng m this cold, dark, windy, smoky, 
creaking, groaning, dismal old house I shall 
feel like a younger man when we get into my 
splendid bnck mansion, as, please Heaven, we 
shall by this time next autumn You shall have 
a room on the sunny side, old Tabby, finished 
and furnished as best may suit your own no- 
tions ” 

I should like it pretty much such a room 
as this kitchen," answered Tabitha “ It will 
never be like home to me till the chimney-cor- 
ner gets as black with smoke as this , and that 
won't be these hundred years How much 
do you mean to lay out on the house, Mr 
Peter?” 

What is that to the purpose ? ” exclaimed 
Peter loftily “ Did not my great-granduncle, 
Peter Goldthwaite, who died seventy years ago, 
and whose namesake I am, leave treasure 
enough to build twenty such ? ” 

I can't say but he did, Mr Peter,” said 
Tabitha, threading her needle 

Tabitha well understood that Peter had re- 
ference to an immense hoard of the precious 
metals, which was said to exist somewhere in 
the cellar or walls, or under the floors, or m 
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some concealed closet, or other out of the way 
nook of the house This wealth, according to 
tradition, had been accumulated by a former 
Peter Goldthwaite, whose character seems to 
have borne a remarkable similitude to that of 
the Peter of our story Like him, he was a wild 
projector, seeking to heap up gold by the bushel 
and the cartload, instead of scraping it together, 
com by com Like Peter the second, too, his 
projects had almost invanably failed, and, but 
for the magnificent success of the final one, 
would have left him with hardly a coat and 
pair of breeches to his gaunt and gnzzled per- 
son Reports were various as to the nature of 
his fortunate speculation one intimating that 
the anaent Peter had made the gold by al- 
chemy, another, that he had conjured it out 
of people’s pockets by the black art, and a 
third, still more unaccountable, that the devil 
had given him free access to the old provincial 
treasury It was affirmed, however, that some 
secret impediment had debarred him from the 
enjoyment of his nches, and that he had a 
motive for concealing them from his heir, or at 
any rate, had died without disclosing the place 
of deposit The present Peter’s father had faith 
enough in the storj" to cause the cellar to be 
dug over Peter himself chose to consider the 
legend as an indisputable truth, and, amid his 
many troubles, had this one consolation that, 
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should all other resources fail, he might build 
up his fortunes by tearing his house down Yet, 
unless he felt a lurking distrust of the golden 
tale, It IS difficult to account for his permitting 
the paternal roof to stand so long, since he had 
never yet seen the momenta hen his prede- 
cessor’s treasure would not have found plenty 
of room in his own strong box But now was 
the crisis Should he delay the search a little 
longer, the house would pass from the lineal 
heir, and vnth it the vast heap of gold, to re- 
main in Its burial-place till the rum of the aged 
walls should discover it to strangers of a future 
generation 

“ Yes ^ ” cried Peter Goldthwaite again, “ to- 
morrow I will set about it ” 

The deeper he looked at the matter, the more 
certain of success grew Peter His spints were 
naturally so elastic that even now, in the blasted 
autumn of his age, he could often compete with 
the springtime gayety of other people Enliv- 
ened by his bnghtenmg prospects, he began to 
caper about the kitchen like a hobgoblin, with 
the queerest antics of his lean limbs, and ges- 
ticulations of his starved features Nay, in the 
exuberance of his feelings, he seized both of 
Tabitha’s hands and danced the old lady across 
the floor, till the oddity of her rheumatic mo- 
tions set him into a roar of laughter, which was 
echoed back from the rooms and chambers, as 
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(lo any (In ntrht ut,rc tlu <irciim of 
Pc.cr <^oU^h^^u(c * \t one tmu he vis turn- 
u\y 1 potuicrou** 1 t \ in nn iron door not unlil c 
:5k tioor of n scjuilchrt, Init \shich, Ining 
oprutl, lii ih) L<1 n \nult htijud up \wrli gold 
loin, n plcntilulh golden corn in n grunr) 

'1 litre vltc cln^td goldet , niso, nnd tureens, 
sihirs, dinner dishes, 'ind dish covers of gold, 
or *^d\er gilt, he ides clnins nnd other jewels, 
incilculnhh nch, though tirnished with the 
dninps of tlie vaults for, of all the wealth tint 
was irrevocabh lost to man, whether buned in 
the earth or sunken in the sea, Peter Gold- 
thwaitc had found it in this one treasure-place 
Anon, he had returned to the old house as poor 
as ever, and was received at the door by the 
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gaunt and grizzled figure of a man ^^hom he 
might have mistaken for himself, onl) that his 
garments \\crc of a much elder fashion But 
the house, mthout losing its former aspect, had 
been changed into a palace of the prcaous 
metals The floors, walls, and ceiling were of 
burnished silver , the doors, the vnndow frames, 
the cornices, the balustrades, and the steps of 
the staircase, of pure gold , and silver, vith gold 
bottoms, were the chairs, and gold, standing on 
silver legs, the high chests of drawers, and sil- 
ver the bedsteads, with blankets of woven gold, 
and sheets of silver tissue The house had 
evidently been transmuted by a single touch , 
for It retained all the marks that Peter remem- 
bered, but m gold or silver instead of wood ; 
and the imtials of his name, which, when a boy, 
he had cut m the vooden doorpost, remained 
as deep in the pillar of gold A happy man 
would have been Peter Goldthwaite except for 
a certain ocular deception, which, whenever he 
glanced backwards, caused the house to darken 
from its glittenng magnificence into the sordid 
gloom of yesterday 

Up, betimes, rose Peter, seized an axe, ham- 
mer, and saw, which he had placed by his bed- 
side, and hied him to the garret* It was but 
scantily lighted up, as yet, by the frosty frag- 
ments of a sunbeam, which began to glimmer 
through the almost opaque buH's-eyes of the 
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\\mdo\\ A monih7cr might find abundant 
themes for his speculative and impracticable 
wisdom m a garret There is the limbo of de- 
parted fashions, aged tnfles of a day, and what- 
ever was valuable only to one generation of 
men, and w'hich passed to the garret when that 
generation passed to the grave, not for safe 
keeping, but to be out of the way Peter saw 
piles of yellow and musty account-books, m 
parchment covers, wherein creditors, long dead 
and buned, had wntten the names of dead and 
buned debtors m ink now so faded that their 
moss-grow'n tombstones were more legible He 
found old moth-eaten garments all in rags and 
tatters, or Peter would have put them on Here 
was a naked and rusty sword, not a sword of 
service, but a gentleman’s small French rapier, 
which had never left: its scabbard till it lost it 
Here w'ere canes of twenty different sorts, but 
no gold-headed ones, and shoe-buckles of vari- 
ous pattern and material, but not silver nor set 
with precious stones Here was a large box 
full of shoes, with high heels and peaked toes 
Here, on a shelf, were a multitude of phials, 
half filled with old apothecaries’ stuff, which, 
when the other half had done its business on 
Peter’s ancestors, had been brought hither from 
the death chamber Here — not to give a 
longer inventory of articles that will never be 
put up at auction — was the fragment of a full- 
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length looking-glass, which, b) the dust and 
dimness of its surface^ made the picture of these 
old things look older than the reaht} When 
Peter, not knowing that there was a mirror 
there, caught the faint traces of his own figure, 
he partly imagined that the former Peter Gold- 
thwaite had come back, either to assist or impede 
his search for the hidden wealth And at that 
moment a strange notion glimmered through 
his brun that he was the identical Peter w ho 
had concealed the gold, and ought to know 
w^hereabout it lay This, howeyer, he had un- 
accountabl) forgotten 

Well, Mr Peter ^ ” cned Tabitha, on the 
garret stairs “ Have you torn the house down 
enough to heat the teakettle ? ” 

“Not yet, old Tabby,” answered Peter, 
“ but that *s soon done — as you shall see ” 
W^th the word in his mouth, he uplifted the 
axe, and laid about him so vigorously that the 
dust flew, the boards crashed, and, in a twin- 
kling, the old woman had an apron full of 
broken rubbish 

“We shall get our winter’s wood cheap,” 
quoth Tabitha 

The good work being thus commenced, Peter 
beat dowm all before him, smiting and hewing 
at the joists and timbers, unclenching spike- 
nails, nppmg and tearing away boards, with a 
tremendous racket, from morning till night He 
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took circ, however, to leave the outside shell 
of the house untouched, so that the neighbors 
might not suspect what w^as going on 

Never, in any of his vagaries, though each 
had made him happy w^hile it lasted, had Peter 
been happier than now Perhaps, after all, 
there was something in Peter Goldthwaite’s turn 
of mind, which brought him an inward recom- 
pense for all the external evil that it caused If 
he were poor, ill clad, even hungry, and ex- 
posed, as It w^ere, to be utterly annihilated by a 
precipice of impending rum, yet only his body 
remained in these miserable circumstances, while 
his aspiring soul enjoyed the sunshine of a 
bright futurity It was his nature to be always 
young, and the tendency of his mode of life to 
keep him so Gray hairs were nothing, no, nor 
wnnkles, nor infirmity , he might look old, in- 
deed, and be somewhat disagreeably connected 
with a gaunt old figure, much the worse for 
wear , but the true, the essential Peter was a 
young man of high hopes, just entenng on the 
world At the kindling of each new fire, his 
burnt-out youth rose afresh from the old embers 
and ashes It rose exulting now Having lived 
thus long — not too long, but just to the right 
age — a susceptible bachelor, with warm and 
tender dreams, he resolved, so soon as the hid- 
den gold should flash to light, to go a-wooing, 
and win the love of the fairest maid in town 
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What heart could resist him ^ Happy Peter 
Goldthwaitc ! 

Ever)^ evening — as Peter had long absented 
himself from his former lounging-placcs, at 
insurance offices, news-rooms, and bookstores, 
and as the honor of his company was seldom 
requested m private circles — he and Tabitha 
used to sit down sociably by the kitchcn>hcarth 
This was always heaped plentifully with the 
rubbish of his day’s labor As the foundation 
of the fire, there would be a goodly sivcd back^ 
log of red oak, which, after being sheltered from 
ram or damp above a centurj'^, still hissed ^vlth 
the heat, and distilled streams of vater from 
each end, as if the tree had been cut down 
within a week or two Next these verc large 
sticks, sound, black, and heavy, which had lost 
the principle of decay, and were indestructible 
except by lire, wherein they glowed like red- 
hot bars of iron On this solid basis, Tabitha 
would rear a lighter structure, composed of the 
splinters of door panels, ornamented mouldings, 
and such quick combustibles, which caught like 
straw, and threw a brilliant blaze high up the 
spacious flue, making its sooty sides visible 
almost to the chimney-top Meantime, the 
gleam of the old kitchen would be chased out 
of the cobwebbed corners, and away from the 
dusky cross-beams overhead, and driven nobody 
could tell whither, while Peter smiled like a 
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ghdsomc man, and Tabitha seemed a picture 
of comfortable age All this, of course, was 
but an emblem of the bnght fortune which the 
destruction of the house would shed upon its 
occupants 

While the dry pine was flaming and crack- 
ling, like an irregular discharge of fairy mus- 
ketrj'’, Peter sat looking and listening, in a plea- 
sant state of exeitement But, when the brief 
blare and uproar were succeeded by the dark- 
red glow, the substantial heat, and the deep sing- 
ing sound, which were to last throughout the 
evening, his humor became talkative One 
night, the hundredth time, he teased Tabitha to 
tell him something new about his great-grand- 
uncle 

“ You have been sitting in that chimney- 
corner fifty-five years, old Tabby, and must 
have heard many a tradition about him,” said 
Peter “ Did not you tell me that, when you 
first came to the house, there was an old woman 
sitting where you sit now, who had been house- 
keeper to the famous Peter Goldthwaite ? ” 

“So there was, Mr Peter,” answered Tabi- 
tha, “ and she was near about a hundred years 
old She used to say that she and old Peter 
Goldthwaite had often spent a soaable evening 
by the kitchen fire — pretty much as you and I 
are doing now, Mr Peter ” 

“ The old fellow must have resembled me in 
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more points than one/’ said Peter complacently, 
or he never would have grown so nch But, 
methmks, he might have invested the money 
better than he did — no interest ^ — nothing 
but good security ' — and the house to be torn 
down to come at it* What made him hide it 
so snugj Tabby ^ ” 

Because he could not spend it,” said Tabi- 
tha , for as often as he went to unlock the 
chest, the Old Scratch came behind and caught 
his arm The money, they say, was paid Peter 
out of his purse , and he wanted Peter to give 
him a deed of this house and land, which Peter 
swore he would not do ” 

Just as I swore to John Brown, my old 
partner,” remarked Peter “ But this is all 
nonsense. Tabby * I don’t believe the story ” 
Well, it may not be just the truth,” said 
Tabitha, “for some folks say that Peter did 
make over the house to the Old Scratch, and 
that ’s the reason it has always been so unlucky 
to them that lived in it And as soon as Peter 
had given him the deed, the chest flew open, 
and Peter caught up a handful of the gold 
But, lo and behold * — there was nothing in his 
fist but a parcel of old rags ” 

“ Hold your tongue, you silly old Tabby * ” 
cried Peter in great wrath “ They were as 
good golden guineas as ever bore the effigies of 
the king of England It seems as if I could 
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recollect the whole circumstance, and how I, or 
old Peter, or whoever it was, thrust in my hand, 
or his hand, and drew it out all of a blaze with 
gold Old rags, indeed ' ” 

But It vas not an old woman’s legend that 
would discourage Peter Goldthwaite All night 
long he slept among pleasant dreams, and awoke 
at daylight with a joyous throb of the heart, 
which few arc fortunate enough to feel beyond 
their boyhood Day after day he labored hard 
without wasting a moment, except at meal-times, 
when Tabitha summoned him to the pork and 
cabbage, or such other sustenance as she had 
picked up, or Providence had sent them Be- 
ing a truly pious man, Peter never failed to ask 
a blessing, if the food were none of the best, 
then so much the more earnestly, as it was more 
needed , — nor to return thanks, if the dinner 
had been scanty, yet for the good appetite, which 
was better than a sick stomach at a feast Then 
did he hurry back to his toil, and, in a moment, 
was lost to sight in a cloud of dust from the old 
walls, though sufficiently perceptible to the ear 
by the clatter which he raised m the midst of it 
How enviable is the consciousness of being use- 
fully employed' Nothing troubled Peter, or 
nothing but those phantoms of the mind which 
seem like vague recollections, yet have also the 
aspect of presentiments He often paused with 
his axe uplifted m the air, and said to himself, 
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— Peter Goldthwaitc, did you never strike 
this blov before? ” — or, Peter, vhnt need of 
tearing the vhole house down^ Think a httic 
while, and you will remember where the gold is 
hidden Days and weeks passed on, however, 
without an} remarkable discover) Sometimes, 
indeed, a lean, gray rat peeped forth at the lean, 
gray man, wondenng what dcsil had got into 
the old house, which had always been so peace- 
able till now And, occasionalh, Peter s}m- 
pathized with the sorrows of a female mouse, 
who had brought five or six prett\ , little, soft 
and delicate >oung ones into the world just in 
time to see them crushed by its rum But, as 
yet, no treasure * 

By this time, Peter, being as determined as 
Fate and as diligent as Time, had made an end 
vnth the uppermost regions, and got down to 
the second stoiw, where he was busy in one of 
the front chambers It had formerly been the 
state bedchamber, and was honored by tradi- 
tion as the sleeping apartment of Governor 
Dudley, and many other eminent guests The 
furniture was gone There were remnants of 
faded and tattered paper hangings, but larger 
spaces of bare wall ornamented with charcoal 
sketches, chiefly of people's heads in profile 
These being speamens of Peter’s youthful gen- 
ius, It went more to his heart to obliterate them 
than if they had been pictures on a church wall 
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tVfurc^ ippn cd i hrurc wuU horn% a tufted 
uh ntui 1 K hu cn hoof 

** \\nKU,^itnn' ’ cried Peter I he nnn 
Mnll ln\ c his r^olu * *' 

l?p!irsuv»^ \\n^ ^xe, he hu the horned rcntle- 
nnn uici) i Idov on the he id not onh de- 
molished him, init the trcisure-sceher niso, ind 
cnxisul the uholc scene to \ini''h Id e nngic 
Moreo\cr, Ins n\c broke (]uite through the 
phsrer ind hths, nnd discovered i civit) 

Mcrc\ on us, Mr Peter, arc ^ou qinrrel- 
line \Mth die Old Scruch ^ " said I'lbithn, ho 
uns seeking some fuel to put under the pot 

Without answering the old woman, Peter 
broke down a further space of the wall, and laid 
open a small closet or cupboard, on one side 
of the fireplace, about brenst high from the 
ground It contained nothing but a brass lamp, 
covered with vcrdigns, and a dust) piece of 
parchment While Peter inspected the latter, 
Fahitha seized the lamp, and began to rub it 
with her apron 

** There IS no use in rubbing it, Tabitha,” 
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said Peter* “ It is not AJaddm's lamp, though 
I take It to be a token of as much luck Look 
here. Tabby ' 

Tabitha took the parchment and held it close 
to her nose, which was saddled with a pair of 
iron-bound spectacles But no sooner had she 
begun to puzzle o\ er it than she burst into a 
chuckling laugh, holding both her hands against 
her sides 

^^You can’t make a fool of the old woman * "" 
cned she This is your own handwnting, 
Mr Peter ^ the same as in the letter you sent 
me from Mexico ” 

‘‘There is certainly a considerable resem- 
blance,” said Peter, again examining the parch- 
ment “ But you know yourself. Tabby, that 
this closet must have been plastered up before 
you came to the house, or I came into the 
world No, this is old Peter Goldthwaite’s 
wntmg , Aese columns of pounds, shillings, and 
pence are his figures, denoting the amount of 
the treasure , and this at the bottom is, doubt- 
less, a reference to the place of concealment 
But the ink has either faded or peeled off, so 
that It IS absolutely illegible What a pity * ’ 

“ Well, this lamp is as good as new That s 
some comfort,” said Tabitha. 

“ A lamp ' ” thought Peter “ That indicates 
light on mv researches ” 

For the present, Peter felt more inclined to 
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It x.i tu * V* \ of :1 k jnrnnrt thu* Ilu 
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rip ii!\ di ol\ , lu uuo nullH)ns ai wiitr drops, 
wluch 'pi^Jki dt)\ nw irds thnnndi the sun- 
'hmc, V'th the nojsc ot i unuinr houcr he- 
J.cidi thcc-vt \lorn^ flu street, tin trodden 
snow ui 1 Inrti irul oltd is i piienunt of 
wlrtc nnrhk, uni hid not \et u^rown moist in 
the spnnu Id e tempenture But wlien Peter 
thrust fi>rih his luid, he sive tint the inlnhit- 
nnt**, if not the town, were ilreith tliwtd out 
In dun Winn di\, ifter two or three weeks of 
winter weither It t^hddened him — a glid- 
ness vuh i sigh hreithmg through it — to see 
the streim of hdtes, gliding ilong the slippery^ 
sidewilks, with their red cheeks set ofFh) quilted 
hoods, hois, ind sable capes, like roses amidst 
a new kind of foliage I he sieigh-lKlIs jingled 
to and fro continually sometimes announcing 
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the amval of a sleigh from Vermont, laden with 
the frozen bodies of porkers, or sheep, and 
perhaps a deer or two , sometimes of a regular 
market-man, with chickens, geese, and turkeys, 
compnsmg the whole colony of a barnyard , 
and sometimes of a farmer and his dame, who 
had come to town partly for the nde, pardy to 
go a-shopping, and partly for the sale of some 
eggs and butter This couple rode in an old- 
fashioned square sleigh, which had served them 
twenty wmters, and stood twenty summers in 
the sun beside their door Now, a gendeman 
and lady skimmed the snow in an elegant car, 
shaped somewhat hke a cockle-shell Now, a 
stage-sleigh, with its cloth curtains thrust aside 
to admit the sun, dashed rapidly down the street, 
whirling in and out among the vehicles that 
obstructed its passage Now came, round a 
corner, the simditude of Noah's ark on runners, 
being an immense open sleigh with seats for 
fifty people, and drawn by a dozen horses This 
spaaous receptacle was populous with merry 
maids and merry bachelors, merry girls and 
boys, and merry old folks, all alive with fun, 
and gnnning to the full width of their mouths 
They kept up a buzz of babbling voices and 
low laughter, and sometimes burst into a deep, 
joyous shout, which the spectators answered 
with three cheers, while a gang of roguish boys 
let dnve their snowballs right among the plea- 
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sure pirty The sleigh passed on, and, when 
concealed by a bend of the street, was still 
audible by a distant cry of merriment 

Never had Peter beheld a livelier scene than 
was constituted by all these accessories the 
bnght sun, the flashing water-drops, the gleam- 
ing snow, the cheerful multitude, the variety of 
rapid vehicles, and the jmgle jangle of merry 
bells which made the heart dance to their music 
Nothing dismal was to be seen, except that 
peaked piece of antiquity, Peter Goldthwaite*s 
house, which might well look sad externally, 
since such a temble consumption was preying 
on Its insides And Peter’s gaunt figure, half 
visible m the projecting second story, was worthy 
of his house 

Peter ! How goes it, fnend Peter ? ” cned 
a voice across the street, as Peter was drawing 
in his head “ Look out here, Peter ^ ” 

Peter looked, and saw his old partner, Mr 
John Brown, on the opposite sidewalk, portly 
and comfortable, with his furred cloak thrown 
open, disclosing a handsome surtout beneath 
His voice had directed the attention of the 
whole town to Peter Goldthwaite’s window, 
and to the dusty scarecrow which appeared 
at it 

I say, Peter,” cned Mr Brown again, 
‘Svhat the devil are you about there, that I 
hear such a racket whenever I pass by ^ You 
227 



TWICE-TOLD 1 ALES 


are rcpainng the old house, I suppose, — mak- 
ing a new one of it, — eh ^ 

Too late for that, I am afraid, Mr Bro\vn,’' 
replied Peter ‘Mf I make it new, it \m 11 he 
new inside and out, from the cellar upwards '' 
Had not you better Jet me take the job ? ” 
said Mr Bro\\n significantly 

Not yet * answered Peter, hastily shutting 
the window , for, ever since he had been in 
search of the treasure, he hated to have people 
stare at him 

As he drew back, ashamed of his outvard 
poverty, yet proud of the secret wealth vithin 
his grasp, a haughty smile shone out on Peter’s 
visage, with precisely the effect of the dim sun- 
beams m the squalid chamber He endeavored 
to assume such a mien as his ancestor had prob- 
ably worn, when he gloried in the building of 
a strong house for a home to many generations 
of his postenty But the chamber was very 
dark to his snow~dazzled eyes, and very dismal 
too, in contrast with the living scene that he 
had just looked upon His bnef glimpse into 
the street had given him a forcible impression 
of the manner in which the world kept itself 
cheerful and prosperous, by social pleasures and 
an intercourse of business, while he, in seclusion, 
was pursuing an object that might possibly be 
a phantasm, by a method which most people 
would call madness It is one great advantage 
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of a gregarious mode of life that each person 
rectifies his mind by other minds, and squares 
his conduct to that of his neighbors, so as sel~ 
dom to be lost in eccentncity Peter Gold- 
thwaite had exposed himself to this influence 
b) merely looking out of the window For a 
while, he doubted whether there were any hid- 
den chest of gold, and, m that case, whether he 
was so exceedingly wise to tear the house down, 
only to be convinced of its non-existence 
But this was momentary Peter, the De- 
stroyer, resumed the task which fate had as- 
signed him, nor faltered again till it was accom- 
plished In the course of his search, he met 
with many things that are usually found m 
the rums of an old house, and also with some 
that are not What seemed most to the pur- 
pose was a rusty key, which had been thrust 
into a chink of the wall, with a wooden label 
appended to the handle, beanng the initials, P 
G Another singular discovery was that of a 
bottle of wine, walled up m an old oven A 
tradition ran in the family, that Peter’s grand- 
father, a jovial officer m the old French War, 
had set aside many dozens of the preaous 
liquor for the benefit of topers then unborn 
Peter needed no cordial to sustain his hopes, 
and therefore kept the wme to gladden his suc- 
cess Many halfpence did he pick up, that 
had been lost through the cracks of the floor, 
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and some few Sjnmsh coins, and the half of a 
broken sixpence, ulnch bad doubtless been a 
love token J here was likewise a sihcr coro- 
nation medal of George the Third Bur old 
Peter Goldthwaitc’s strong box fled from one 
dark corner to another, or othennsc eluded the 
second Peter’s clutclics, till, should he seek 
much farther, he must burrow' into the earth 

We will not follow him in his triumphant 
progress, step by step Suffice it that Peter 
w'orked like a steam engine, and finished, m that 
one winter, the job which all the former inhal>- 
itants of the house, wath time and the elements 
to aid them, had on!) half done in a centurj" 
Except the kitchen, ever) room and chamber 
was now' gutted The house was nothing but 
a shell, — the apparition of a house, — as un- 
real as the painted edifices of a theatre It 
was like the perfect rind of a great cheese, in 
which a mouse had dw'clt and nibbled till it 
was a cheese no more And Peter was the 
mouse 

What Peter had torn dowm, Tabitha had 
burned up, for she wisely considered that, 
without a house, they should need no wood to 
warm it , and therefore economy w'as nonsense 
Thus the w'hole house might be said to have 
dissolved in smoke, and flowm up among the 
clouds, through the great black flue of the 
kitchen chimney It w'as an admirable parallel 
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In i ml Inirnc^tu, nlnch foiuiht 
; * Htr hiiU'cn j| tlu pnricc of the nir, in 
}v (I wctc pntt.nr tltr fnnl vtro! t to letter's 
I Ik fnnuuiirl Iicnu' *o much ntil - 
c uii* nmi the inv ml proj> rcmo\c(i, u would 
|n\c hren no nnrvtl if, in ‘^omc ‘ trongcr wrestle 
of the Idnst, the rotten mils of the eiiifice, nnd 
nil the penWei roofs, Ind come enshing down 
upon the owner’s held I le, howe\ er, wns (Tire- 
less of the peril, hut ns wild nnd restless ns the 
niglu Itself, or ns the flnme lint qun ered up the 
chimnei nt eich ronr of the tempestuous wind 
I he wine, I nhitin * he cried “My 
gnndfithcr’s rich old wine ^ We will dnnk it 
now » 

Tnhitln nrosc from her smokc-hhckcncd 
bench m the chimnc) -corner, nnd plnced the 
bottle before Peter, dose beside the old brass 
hmp, whidi Ind likewise been the pn/c of his 
researches Peter held it before Ins eyes, and, 
looking through the liquid medium, beheld the 
kitchen illuminated with a golden glory, which 
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also enveloped Tabitha and gilded her silver 
hair, and converted her mean garments into 
robes of queenly splendor It reminded him 
of his golden dream 

“ Mr Peter,” remarked Tabitha, must the 
wine be drunk before the money is found ^ ” 

“ The money is found ' ” exclaimed Peter, 
with a sort of fierceness “ The chest is within 
my reach I will not sleep, till I have turned 
this key in the rusty lock But, first of all, let 
us dnnk ' ” 

There being no corkscrew in the house, he 
smote the neck of the bottle with old Peter 
Goldthwaite’s rusty key, and decapitated the 
sealed cork at a single blow He then filled 
two little china teacups, which Tabitha had 
brought from the cupboard So clear and bnl- 
hant was this aged wine that it shone within the 
cups, and rendered the spng of scarlet flowers, 
at the bottom of each, more distinctly visible 
than when there had been no wine there Its 
nch and delicate perfume wasted itself round 
the kitchen 

“ Dnnk, Tabitha ! ” cned Peter Bless- 
ings on the honest old fellow who set aside this 
good liquor for you and me > And here ’s to 
Peter Goldthwaite’s memorj^ ’ ” 

" And good cause have we to remember 
him,” quoth Tabitha as she drank 

How many years, and through what changes 
232 



PETER GOLDTHWAITE’S TREASURE 


of fortune nnd various calamit\ , had that bottle 
hoarded up its effervescent joy, to be quaffed 
at last by t\\o such boon companions * A 
portion of the happiness of the former age 
had been kept for them, and was now set free, 
in a crowd of rejoicing visions, to sport amid 
the storm and desolation of the present time 
Until thej’’ have finished the bottle, we must 
turn our eyes elsewhere 

It so chanced that, on this stormy night, Mr 
John Brown found himself ill at ease m his 
wire-cushioned armchair, by the glowing grate 
of anthracite which heated his handsome parlor. 
He was naturally a good sort of a man, and kind 
and pitiful whenever the misfortunes of others 
happened to reach his heart through the padded 
vest of his own prosperity This evening he 
had thought much about his old partner, Peter 
Goldthwaite, his strange vaganes, and continual 
ill luck, the poverty of his dwelling, at Mr 
Brown’s last visit, and Peter’s crazed and hag- 
gard aspect when he had talked with him at the 
window 

“ Poor fellow * ” thought Mr John Brown 
Poor, crack-brained Peter Goldthwaite ^ For 
old acquaintance’ sake, I ought to have taken 
care that he was comfortable this rough winter ” 
These feelings grew so powerful that, in spite 
of the inclement weather, he resolved to visit 
Peter , Goldthwaite immediately The strength 
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of the impulse \\ as rcalh singular, cry shnek 
of the blast seemed a summons, or vould }n\e 
seemed so, had Mr Brown been accustomed to 
hear the echoes of his own fane} in the wind 
Much amazed at such active benevolence, he 
huddled himself in his cloak, muffled his throat 
and ears m comforters and handkerchiefs, and, 
thus fortified, bade defiance to the tempest But 
the powers of the air had rather the best of the 
battle Mr Brown was just weathenng the cor- 
ner, by Peter Goldthwaitc’s house, when the 
hurricane caught him off his feet, tossed him 
face downward into a snowbank, and proceeded 
to hury his protuberant part beneath fresh drifts 
There seemed little hope of his reappearance 
earlier than the next thaw At the same mo- 
ment his hat was snatched awai}, and whirled 
aloft into some far distant region, whence no 
tidings have as yet returned 

Nevertheless, Mr Brown contnved to bur- 
row a passage through the snowdnft, and, with 
his bare head bent against the storm, floundered 
onward to Peter’s door There wais such a 
creaking and groaning and rattling, and such an 
ominous shaking throughout the crazv edifice, 
that the loudest rap would have been inau- 
dible to those within He therefore entered 
wnthout ceremony, and groped his way to the 
kitchen 

His intrusion, even there, was unnoticed 
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Peter and Tabitha stood with their backs to the 
door, stooping over a large chest, which, ap- 
parently, they had just dragged from a cavity, 
or concealed closet, on the left side of the chim- 
ney By the lamp in the old woman's hand, 
Mr Brown saw that the chest was barred and 
clamped with iron, strengthened with iron plates 
and studded with iron nails, so as to be a fit 
receptacle in which the wealth of one century 
might be hoarded up for the wants of another. 
Peter Goldthwaite was inserting a key into the 
lock 

O Tabitha T " cned he with tremulous rap- 
ture, how shall I endure the effulgence ? The 
gold ^ — the bright, bnght gold ^ Methinks I 
can remember my last glance at it, just as the 
iron-pIated lid fell down And ever since, be- 
ing seventy years, it has been blazing in secret, 
and gathenng its splendor against this glonous 
moment ^ It will flash upon us like the noon- 
day sun ^ ” 

Then shade your eyes, Mr Peter * " said 
Tabitha, with somewhat less patience than 
usual “ But, for mercy's sake, do turn the 
key » ” 

And, with a strong effort of both hands, 
Peter did force the rusty key through the intn- 
caaes of the rusty lock Mr Brown, in the 
mean time, had drawn near, and thrust his eager 
visage between those of the other two, at the 
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the: Peter up the hd* No sue- 
d^n h^eze h’u'u^retcd the ^ ^ch^n 

‘'Whet’s here' dTvcV^ed Teh the, edjust- 
1^2 spectedcs, e^'d ho^Ci'^e t^c lemp o* cr 
the open c^est- “Oid Perc^ Go^Uthrraitds 
hezre of dcL rzss,” 

Prettr r'uch so, Tcobv,” said Mr Bro^n, 
Lfdrg £ hz'^chi^ of the treesure* 

O, vraat a g^ost of dead ana bu-cd ^ca!:"! 
haa Peter Go^cthmdte raised, to scane h^rTiSelf 
oat cf h^ starrv vnts ’^thal . He^e vms tne 
semblance of an mca^cu^ab^e sum, c’^cugh to 
purchase the mhole tomn, ana oxtd cve^y street 
are'”, but mLch, vast as it mas, sare man 
mouic have c— en a so^'U supence for What, 
tnen, in sober earnest, me'e the CeLsVe trea- 
sures tr e crest ' Wh % he^e o^d promn- 
eal b i^s of crecat, and treasur" notes, ard KUs 
O' land, thanks, and all othe* Dubb es of the son^ 
from tne first iSsue, above a century and a half 
ago co-m nearlv to the Reroludon. BJ5s of 
a thousanc pounds me-e intermived mitn parch- 
ment penmes, ana vrorth ro more than they. 

“ Ana tius, then, old Peter Go^cthmalte’s 
treasure^ ’’ saic John Bromn. “Tour ’^amesake, 
Peter, vras sometmns Lke vcurseif; anc. mhen 
the provmcmi eurrenev haa cepreaated fifty or 
sevenrv-five pe^ cent., ne bought it up in expec- 
tation of a r.se. I home heard mv grandfatfier 
sav mat o^c Peter gs^ve hs father a mortgage 
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of thi*; \ cn house ind lind, to raise cash for 
his siIK project But the currenev kept sink- 
ing, till nobod} would tike it as a gift, and 
there was old IVter Goldtlnviitc, like Peter the 
second, with thousands m his strong box and 
hardh a coat to his back He w^nt mad upon 
the strength of it But, never mind, Peter ^ It 
IS just the sort of capital for building castles m 
the air ” 

The house wall be dowm about our cars ^ ” 
cned Tabitha, as the wind shook it with increas- 
ing \ lolencc 

Let It fall * said Peter, folding his arms, 
as he seated himself upon the chest 

No, no, my old friend Peter,” said John 
Brown I have house-room for you and 
Tabby, and a safe vault for the chest of trea- 
sure To-morrow we wall try to come to an 
agreement about the sale of this old house 
Real estate is well up, and I could afford you 
a pretty handsome pnee ” 

And I,” observed Peter Goldthwaite, with 
reviving spmts, have a plan for laying out the 
cash to great advantage ” 

Why, as to that,” muttered John Brown to 
himself, we must apply to the next court for 
a guardian to take care of the solid cash , and 
if Peter insists upon speculating, he may do it, 
to his heart's content, with old Peter Gold- 
thwaite's Treasure ” 
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P ASSING a summer, several years since, 
at Edgartown, on the island of Martha’s 
Vineyard, I became acquainted with a 
certain carver of tombstones, who had travelled 
and voyaged thither from the mtenor of Mas- 
sachusetts, m search of professional employ- 
ment The speculation had turned out so 
successful that my friend expected to transmute 
slate and marble into silver and gold, to the 
amount of at least a thousand dollars, during 
the few months of his sojourn at Nantucket 
and the Vineyard The secluded life, and the 
simple and primitive spint which still charac- 
tenzes the inhabitants of those islands, espe- 
cially of Martha’s Vineyard, ensure their dead 
fnends a longer and dearer remembrance than 
the daily novelty and revolving bustle of the 
world can elsewhere afford to beings of the past 
Yet while every family is anxious to erect a me- 
morial to Its departed members, the untainted 
breath of ocean bestows such health and length 
of days upon the people of the isles, as would 
cause a melancholy dearth of business to a resi- 
dent artist in that line His own monument, 
recording his death by starvation, would prob- 
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ably be an early specimen of his skill Grave- 
stones, therefore, have generally been an article 
of imported merchandise 

In my walks through the bunal ground of 
Edgartown — where the dead have lam so long 
that the soil, once ennched by their decay, has 
returned to its ongmal barrenness — m that an- 
aent bunal ground I noticed much vanety of 
monumental sculpture The elder stones, dated 
a century back or more, have borders elabo- 
rately carved with flowers, and are adorned wth 
a multiplicity of death’s-heads, cross-bones, 
scythes, hour-glasses, and other lugubnous em- 
blems of mortality, with here and there a winged 
cherub to direct the mourner’s spint upward 
These productions of Gothic taste must have 
been quite beyond the colonial skill of the 
day, and were probably carved in London, and 
brought across the ocean to commemorate the 
defunct worthies of this lonely isle The more 
recent monuments are mere slabs of slate, in 
the ordinary style, without any superfluous 
flounshes to set off the bald inscnptions But 
others — and those far the most impressive both 
to my taste and feelings — were roughly hewn 
from the gray rocks of the island, evidendy by 
the unskilled hands of surviving fnends and rel- 
atives On some there were merely the initials 
of a name , some were mscnbed with misspelt 
prose or rhyme, m deep letters, which the moss 
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and wmtr}^ ram of many years had not been able 
to obliterate These, these \^ere graves vhcre 
loved ones slept ^ 1 1 is an old theme of satire, 

the falsehood and vanit}" of monumental eulo^ 
gics , but when affection and sorrow grave the 
letters with their own painful labor, then ve may 
be sure that they cop) from the record on their 
hearts 

My acquaintance, the sculptor, — he may 
share that title with Greenough, since the 
dauber of signs is a painter as well as Raphael, 
— had found a ready market for all his blank 
slabs of marble, and full occupation in lettering 
and ornamenting them He was an elderly 
man, a descendant of the old Puritan family of 
Wigglesworth, with a certain simpliaty and sin- 
gleness both of heart and mind, which, methinks, 
is more rarely found among us Yankees than in 
any other community of people In spite of 
his gray head and wnnkled brow, he was quite 
hke a child m all matters save what had some 
reference to his own business , he seemed, 
unless my fancy misled me, to view mankind 
in no other relation than as people in want of 
tombstones , and his literary attamments evi- 
dently comprehended very little, either of prose 
or poetry, which had not, at one time or other, 
been inscribed on slate or marble His sole task 
and office among the immortal pilgnms of the 
tomb — the duty for which Providence had sent 
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the oKl nnn into the u oriel ns it \\ ere with a 
chisel in his Inncl — wns to hhel the (lend hod-- 
as^ lest tluir mines shouhl he forgotten at the 
resurrection Ytt he Ind not filled, within a 
narrow scope, to gntlur n few sprigs of earth!), 
and more than earihh, wisdom, — the han^cst 
of man\ a gra\ e 

And luguhnous as Ins calling might appear, 
he was as cheerful an old soul as health and 
mtegnt\ and lack of care could make him, and 
used to set to work upon one sorrowful msenp- 
tion or another with that sort of spmt which 
impels a man to sing at his labor On the 
whole, I found Mr Wigglcsworth an enter- 
taining and often instructive, if not an interest- 
ing, character, and partly for the charm of his 
society, and still more because his work has an 
mvanihlc attraction for ** man that is born of 
woman,’* I was accustomed to spend some 
hours a day at his workshop The quamtness 
of his remarks, and their not infrequent truth, 
— a truth condensed and pointed by the lim- 
ited sphere of his view, — gave a raciness to his 
talk, which mere worldhncss and general culti- 
vation w^ould at once have destroyed 

Sometimes w^c would discuss the respective 
ments of the various qualities of marble, numer- 
ous slabs of w^hich were resting against the 
walls of the shop , or sometimes an hour or two 
w^ould pass quietly, without a word on either 
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side, while I watched how neatly his chisel 
strack out letter after letter of the names of 
the Nortons, the May hews, the Luces, the 
Daggets, and other immemonal famihes of the 
Vineyard Often, with an artist’s pride, the good 
old sculptor would speak of favonte productions 
of his skill which were scattered throughout the 
village graveyards of New England But my 
chief and most instructive amusement was to 
witness his interviews with his customers, who 
held interminable consultations about the form 
and fashion of the desired monuments, the 
buned excellence to be commemorated, the 
anguish to be expressed, and finally, the lowest 
pnce m dollars and cents for which a marble 
transcript of their feelings might be obtained 
Really, my mind received many fresh ideas 
which, perhaps, may remain in it even longer 
than Mr Wigglesworth’s hardest marble will 
retain the deepest strokes of his chisel 

An elderly lady came to bespeak a monu- 
ment for her first love, who had been killed by 
a whale in the Pacific Ocean no less than forty 
years before It was singular that so strong an 
impression of early feeling should have survived 
through the changes of her subsequent hfe, in 
the course of which she had been a wife and a 
mother, and, so far as I could judge, a comfort^ 
able and happy woman Reflecting within my- 
self, It appeared to me that this lifelong sorrow 
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— m nl! good faith, she ciccmtd it, — was 
one of tile most fortunite circumstances of her 
hi*;tor\ It had guen an uieaht\ to her mind , 
tl had kept Iier purer and luss carthi) than she 
\sould otherwise ha\e been, h\ drawing a por- 
tion of her s\ mpatliius apart from earth Amid 
the throng of enjo\ ments and the pressure of 
worldh care, and all the warm materialism of 
this life, she had communed with a vision, and 
had been the better for such intercourse Faith- 
ful to the husband of her matunt), and loving 
him with a far more real affection than she ever 
could have felt for this dream of her girlhood, 
there had still been an imaginative faith to the 
ocean-buricd, so that an ordinary character had 
thus been elevated and refined Her sighs had 
been the breath of hcav’^en to her soul The 
good ladv^ earnestly desired that the proposed 
monument should be ornamented with a carved 
border of marine plants, intertwined with twisted 
sea-shells, such as were probably vvaving over 
her lover’s skeleton, or strewn around it in the 
far depths of the Pacific But Mr Wiggles- 
w Orth's chisel being inadequate to the task, she 
was forced to content herself with a rose hang- 
ing Its head from a broken stem After her 
departure, I remarked that the symbol was 
none of the most apt 

And yet,” said my fnend the sculptor, em- 
bodying in this image the thoughts that had 
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been passing through my o\^n mind, ^^that 
broken rose has shed its sweet smell through 
forty years of the good w^onian’s life 

It was seldom that I could find such pleasant 
food for contemplation as m the above instance 
None of the applicants, I think, affected me 
more disagreeably than an old man \vho came, 
with his fourth wife hanging on his arm, to 
bespeak gravestones for the three former occu- 
pants of his mamage-bed I watched with 
some anxiety to see whether his remembrance 
of either were more affectionate than of the 
other two, but could discover no symptom of 
the kind The three monuments were all to be 
of the same matenal and form, and each deco- 
rated, in bas-relief, with two weeping willows, 
one of these sympathetic trees bending over its 
fellow^, which was to be broken in the midst and 
rest upon a sepulchral urn This, indeed, w^os 
Mr Wigglesworth’s standing emblem of conju- 
gal bereavement I shuddered at the gray poly- 
gamist who had so utterly lost the holy sense 
of individuality in wedlock, that methought he 
was fain to reckon upon his fingers how many 
women, who had once slept by his side, were 
now sleeping m their graves There was even 
— if I wrong him, it is no great matter — a 
glance sidelong at his living spouse, as if he 
were inclined to dnve a thnftier bargain by be- 
speaking four gravestones m a lot. I was bet- 
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ter pleased with a rough old whaling captain, 
who gave directions for a broad marble slab, 
divided into two compartments, one of which 
was to contain an epitaph on his deceased wife, 
and the other to be left vacant, till death should 
engrave his own name there As is frequently 
the case among the whalers of Martha’s Vine- 
yard, so much of this storm-beaten widower’s 
life had been tossed away on distant seas, that 
out of twenty years of matnmony he had spent 
scarce three, and those at scattered intervals, 
beneath his own roof Thus the wife of his 
youth, though she died in his and her declining 
age, retained the bridal dewdrops fresh around 
her memory 

My observations gave me the idea, and Mr 
Wigglesworth confirmed it, that husbands were 
more faithful in setting up memorials to their 
dead wives than widows to their dead husbands 
I was not ill natured enough to fancy that 
women, less than men, feel so sure of their 
constancy as to be willing to give a pledge of it in 
marble It is more probably the fact that while 
men are able to reflect upon their lost compan- 
ions as remembrances apart from themselves, 
women, on the other hand, are consaous that 
a portion of their being has gone with the de- 
parted whithersoever he has gone Soul clings 
to soul , the living dust has a sympathy with 
the dust of the grave , and, by the very strength 
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of that sympathy^ the wife of the dead shnnks 
the more sensitively from reminding the world 
of Its evistcnce The link is already strong 
enough , it needs no visible s) mbol And 
though a shadow walks ever by her side, and 
the touch of a chill hand is on her bosom, yet 
hfe, and perchance its natural yearnings, may 
still be warm within her, and inspire her with 
new hopes of happiness Then would she mark 
out the grave, the scent of which would be 
perceptible on the pillow of the second bndal ? 
No — but rather level its green mound with 
the surrounding earth, as if, when she dug up 
again her buned heart, the spot had ceased to be 
a grave Yet, in spite of these sentimentalities, 
I was prodigiously amused by an incident, of 
which I had not the good fortune to be a wit- 
ness, but which Mr Wigglesworth related with 
considerable humor A gentlewoman of the 
town, receiving news of her husband's loss at 
sea, had bespoken a handsome slab of marble, 
and came daily to watch the progress of my 
friend's chisel One afternoon, when the good 
lady and the sculptor were m the very midst 
of the epitaph, which the departed spirit might 
have been greatly comforted to read, who should 
^valk into the workshop but the deceased him- 
self, in substance as well as spint * He had 
been picked up at sea, and stood m no present 
need of tombstone or epitaph 
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“ \iul how," iiuiuirccl I, “did hm wift. litar 
tht '■hotlv of jonAiI MirpriM . ' " 

“Win," ':aid ihc old nnn, deepening the 
enn of a death’s-head, on which his chisel was 
just then ctnploted, “ 1 realh felt for the poor 
woman , it was one of inv host pieces of marble 
— and to be thrown awa\ on a Ining man ' " 

.\ comeK woman, with a pretty rosebud of a 
daut»hter, came to select a gravestone for a twin 
tlauchter, who had died a month before I was 
impressed with the different nature of their 
feelimrs for the dead , the mother was calm and 
wocfulh resigned, fullj conscious of her loss, as 
of a treasure w Inch she had not alw ay s possessed, 
and, therefore, had been aware that it might be 
taken from her , but the daughter evidently had 
no re*al knowledge of what death’s doings were 
Her thoughts knew, but not her heart It 
seemed to me, that by the print and pressure 
which the dead sister had left upon the surviv- 
or’s spmt, her feelings were almost the same as 
if she still stood side by side and arm in arm 
wath the departed, looking at the slabs of mar- 
ble , and once or twiec she glanced around wath 
a sunny smile, w'hich, as its sister smile had 
faded forever, soon grew confusedly^ overshad- 
ow'ed Perchance her consciousness was truer 
than her reflection — perchance her dead sister 
w'as a closer companion than in life The 
mother and daughter talked a long while wath 
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Mr Wigglesworth about a suitable epitaph, and 
finally chose an ordinary verse of ill-matched 
rhymes, which had already been mscnbed upon 
innumerable tombstones But when we ndi- 
cule the tnteness of monumental verses, we for- 
get that Sorrow reads far deeper in them than 
we can, and finds a profound and individual 
purport in what seems so vague and inexpress- 
ive, unless interpreted by her She makes the 
epitaph anew, though the selfsame words may 
have served for a thousand graves 

And yet,” said I afterwards to Mr Wig- 
glesworth, “ they might have made a better 
choice than this While you were discussing the 
subject, I was struck by at least a dozen sim- 
ple and natural expressions from the lips of 
both mother and daughter One of these would 
have formed an inscnption equally ongmal and 
appropnate ” 

“ No, no,” replied the sculptor, shaking his 
head , there is a good deal of comfort to be 
gathered from these little old scraps of poetry , 
and so I always recommend them in preference 
to any new-fangled ones And somehow, they 
seem to stretch to suit a great gnef, and shrink 
to fit a small one ” 

It was not seldom that ludicrous images were 
excited by what took place between Mr Wig- 
glesworth and his customers A shrewd gen- 
tlewoman, who kept a tavern m the town, was 
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niiMous to obtuii two or three griNcstones for 
the dcc(.i‘;td[ incinhcrs of her fimily, and to pay 
for these solemn commodities by taking the 
•culptor to board Hereupon a fantasy arose 
in m\ mind of good Mr Wigglcsworth sitting 
down to dinner at a broad, flat tombstone, carv- 
ing one of his own phimj) little marble cherubs, 
gnawing a pair of cross-bones, and dnnking out 
of a hollow death’s-head, or perhaps a lachr)’- 
matora vase, or sepulchral urn, while his host- 
ess’s dead children waited on him at the ghastly 
banquet On communicating this nonsensical 
picture to the old man, he laughed heartily, 
and pronounced my humor to be of the nght 
sort 

" I have lived at such a table all my days,” 
said he, “ and eaten no small quantity of slate 
and marble " 

“ Hard fare ' '' rejoined I, smiling , “ but you 
seem to have found it excellent of digestion, 
too ” 

A man of fifty, or thereabouts, with a harsh, 
unpleasant countenance, ordered a stone for the 
grave of his bitter enemy, with w'hom he had 
waged warfare half a lifetime, to their mutual 
miser}'' and ruin The secret of this phenome- 
non was, that hatred had become the sustenance 
and enjoyment of the poor wretch’s soul , it 
had supplied the place of all kindly affections , 
It had been really a bond of sympathy between 
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himself and the man who shared the passion , 
and when its object died, the unappeasable foe 
was the only mourner for the dead He ex- 
pressed a purpose of being buned side by side 
with his enemy 

I doubt whether their dust will mingle,” 
remarked the old sculptor to me, for often 
there was an earthliness in his conceptions 
“ O yes,” replied I, who had mused long 
upon the inadent , and when they nse again, 
these bitter foes may find themselves dear 
fnends Methinks what they mistook for 
hatred was but love under a mask ” 

A gentleman of antiquanan propensities pro- 
vided a memonal for an Indian of Chabbiqui- 
dick, one of the few of untainted blood remain- 
ing in that region, and said to be an hereditary 
chieftain, descended from the sachem who wel- 
comed Governor Mayhew to the Vineyard 
Mr Wigglesworth exerted his best skill to carve 
a broken bow and scattered sheaf of arrows, in 
memory of the hunters and wamors whose race 
was ended here , but he likewise sculptured a 
cherub, to denote that the poor Indian had 
shared the Chnstian’s hope of immortality 

Why,” observed I, taking a perverse view 
of the winged boy and the bow and arrows, “ it 
looks more like Cupid’s tomb than an Indian 
chief’s ^ ” 

“You talk nonsense,” said the sculptor, with 
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the oITtiuictl pride of art , he then added, with 
his usual good nature, “1 low can Cupid die, 
when there are such pretty maidens m the 
^ ine\ ard ? ” 

“ Very true,” answered 1 — and for the rest 
of the day I thought of otiicr matters than tomb- 
stones 

At our nc\t meeting I found him chiselling 
an open book upon a marble headstone, and 
concluded that it was meant to express the eru- 
dition of some black-letter clergyman of the 
Cotton Mather school It turned out, how- 
ever, to be emblematical of the scriptural know- 
ledge of an old woman w’ho had never read 
an) thing but her Bible and the monument 
w'as a tribute to her piety and good works from 
the Orthodox church, of w'hich she had been a 
member In strange contrast with this Chns- 
tian woman’s memonal was that of an infidel, 
whose gravestone, by his own direction, bore 
an avowal of his belief that the spint w'lthm him 
would be extinguished like a flame, and that the 
nothingness whence he sprang would receive 
him again Mr Wigglesworth consulted me as 
to the propriety of enabling a dead man’s dust 
to utter this dreadful creed 

“ If I thought,” said he, “ that a single mor- 
tal would read the inscription without a shud- 
der, my chisel should never cut a letter of it 
But when the grave speaks such falsehoods, the 
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soul of man will know the truth by its own 
horror 

So It will,” said I, struck by the idea , the 
poor infidel may strive to preach blasphemies 
from his grave , but it will be only another 
method of impressing the soul with a conscious- 
ness of immortality ” 

There was an old man by the name of 
Norton, noted throughout the island for his 
great wealth, which he had accumulated by the 
exercise of strong and shrewd faculties, com- 
bined with a most penunous disposition This 
wretched miser, conscious that he had not a 
fnend to be mindful of him in his grave, had 
himself taken the needful precautions for post- 
humous remembrance, by bespeaking an im- 
mense slab of white marble, with a long epitaph 
in raised letters, the whole to be as magnificent 
as Mr Wigglesworth’s skill could make it 
There was something very characteristic in this 
contrivance to have his money’s worth even 
from his own tombstone, which, indeed, afforded 
him more enjoyment in the few months that he 
lived thereafter, than it probably will in a whole 
century, now that it is laid over his bones 
This incident reminds me of a young girl, — a 
pale, slender, feeble creature, most unlike the 
other rosy and healthful damsels of the Vine- 
yard, amid whose bnghtness she was fading 
away Day after day did the poor maiden come 
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to the sculptor’s shop, and pass from one piece 
of marble to another, till at last she pencilled 
her name upon a slender slab, which, I think, 
was of a more spotless wJiite than all the resL 
I saw her no more, but soon afterwards found 
Mr Wigglesworth cutting her virgin name into 
the stone which she had chosen 

She is dead — poor girl,” said he, interrupt- 
ing the tune which he was whistling, and she 
chose a good piece of stuff for her headstone 
Now which of these slabs would you like best 
to see your own name upon ? ” 

Why, to tell you the truth, my good Mr 
Wigglesworth,” replied I, after a moment’s 
pause, — for the abruptness of the question 
had somewhat startled me, — to be quite sin- 
cere with you, I care little or nothing about 
a stone for my own grave, and am somewhat 
inclined to scepticism as to the propnety of 
erecting monuments at all over the dust that 
once was human The weight of these heavy 
marbles, though unfelt by the dead corpse of 
the enfranchised soul, presses dreanly upon the 
spint of the survivor, and causes him to connect 
the idea of death with the dungeon-Iike impris- 
onment of the tomb, instead of with the freedom 
of the skies Every gravestone that you ever 
made is the visible symbol of a mistaken sys- 
tem Our thoughts should soar upward with 
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the butterfly — not linger with the exuviie that 
confined him In truth and reason, neither 
those whom we call the living, and still less 
the departed, have anything to do w'lth the 
grave ” 

“ I never heard anything so heathenish ’ ” 
said Mr Wigglesworth, perplexed and dis- 
pleased at sentiments which controverted all his 
notions and feelings, and implied the utter 
waste, and worse, of his whole life’s labor, 
“ would you forget your dead friends, the mo- 
ment they are under the sod ^ ” 

" They are not under the sod,” I rejoined , 
“then why should I mark the spot where there 
IS no treasure hidden > Forget them ^ No ' 
But to remember them anght, I would for- 
get what they have cast olF And to gain the 
truer conception of Death, I would forget the 
Grave ' ” 

But still the good old sculptor murmured, and 
stumbled, as it were, over the gravestones amid 
which he had walked through life Whether 
he were nght or wrong, I had grown the wnser 
from our companionship, and from my obser- 
vations of nature and character as displayed by 
those who came, with their old gnefs or their 
new ones, to get them recorded upon his slabs 
of marble And yet, with my gam of wisdom, 
I had likewise gamed perplexity , for there was 
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a strange doubt in my mind, whether the dark 
shadowing of this life, the sorrows and regrets, 
have not as much real comfort in them — leav- 
ing religious influences out of the question — 
as what we term life’s joys 
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O NE day, in the sick-chamber of Father 
Ephraim, who had been forty years the 
presiding elder over the Shaker settle- 
ment at Goshen, there was an assemblage of sev- 
eral of the chief men of the sect Individuals 
had come from the nch establishment at Leba- 
non, from Canterbury, Harvard, and Alfred, and 
from all the other localities where this strange 
people have fertilized the rugged hiUs of New 
England by their systematic industry An elder 
was likewise there, who had made a pilgrimage 
of a thousand miles from a village of the faithful 
m Kentucky, to visit his spintual kindred, the 
children of the sainted Mother Ann He had 
partaken of the homfely abundance of their ta- 
bles, had quaffed the far-famed Shaker ader, and 
had joined in the sacred dance, every step of 
which IS believed to alienate the enthusiast from 
earth, and bear him onward to heavenly punty 
and bhss His brethren of the north had now 
courteously invited him to be present on an 
occasion when the concurrence of every emi- 
nent member of their community was peculiarly 
desirable 

The venerable Father Ephraim sat m his easy 
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clntr*not onK Iu>in ht^ini n?)(l infirm unh ngc, 
Init worn down h\ a lingering disci^i, w Inch, it 
w c\ uKiu, would \cr\ ^oon innsfcr Ins jmn- 
nulnl Mali to other hands At his footstool 
s%ood a nun and woman, hnth cKul in tlic Shaker 
garh 

** M\ hrethren/' said hatlier I phraim to the 
surrounding eUkrs, feehU everting himself to 
utter these few words, “here arc the son and 
daughter to whom I would commit the trust of 
which Providence is about to lighten nn wear}’' 
shoulders Read their faces, 1 pri} sou, and 
sa\ whether the inward movement of the spirit 
hath guided ni} choice aright ’* 

AccordmgK, each elder looked at the two 
candidates with a most scrutinizing gaze The 
man, whose name was Adam Colburn, had a face 
sunburnt with labor in the fields, yet intelligent, 
thoughtful, and traced with cares enough for a 
whole lifetime, though lie had barclv reached 
middle age There was something sev^crc in his 
aspect, and a ngidit} throughout his person, char- 
acteristics that caused him generally to be taken 
for a schoolmaster, w’hich v'^ocation, in fact, he 
had formcrl} exercised for several years The 
woman, Martha Pierson, was somewhat above 
thirty, thin and pale, as a Shaker sister almost 
invariably is, and not entirely free from that 
corpsc-likc appearance which the garb of the 
sisterhood is so well calculated to impart 
257 



TWICE-^TOLD TALES 

This pair are still in the summer of their 
years/’ observed the elder from Harvard^ a 
shrewd old man I would like better to see 
the hoarfrost of autumn on their heads Me- 
thinks^ also, they will be exposed to peculiar 
temptations, on account of the carnal desires 
which have heretofore subsisted between them ” 
Nay, brother,” said the elder from Canter- 
bury, the hoarfrost and the black-frost hath 
done Its work on Brother Adam and Sister Mar- 
tha, even as we sometimes discern its traces in 
our cornfields, while they are yet green And 
why should we question the wisdom of our 
venerable Father’s purpose, although this pair, 
in their earlv youth, have loved one another as 
the world’s people love ? Are there not many 
brethren and sisters among us, who have hved 
long together in wedlock, yet, adopting our 
faith, find their hearts purified from all but 
spiritual affection ? ” 

Whether or no the early loves of Adam and 
Martha had rendered it inexpedient that they 
should now preside together over a Shaker vil- 
lage, It was certainly most singular that such 
should be the final result of many warm and ten- 
der hopes Children of neighbonng families, 
their affection was older even than their school- 
days , it seemed an innate pnnaple, interfused 
among all their sentiments and feelings, and not 
so much a distinct remembrance, as connected 
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with their whole volume of remembrances But, 
just as they reached a proper age for their union, 
misfortunes had fallen heavily on both, and made 
it necessary that they should resort to personal 
labor for a bare subsistence Even under these 
arcumstances, Martha Pierson would probably 
have consented to unite her fate with Adam Col- 
burn’s, and, secure of the bliss of mutual love, 
would patiently have awaited the less important 
gifts of fortune But Adam, being of a calm and 
caubous character, was loath to relinquish the ad- 
vantages which a single man possesses for raising 
himself m the world Year after year, therefore, 
their marriage had been deferred Adam Col- 
burn had followed many vocations, had travelled 
far, and seen much of the world and of life 
Martha had earned her bread sometimes as a 
seamstress, sometimes as help to a farmer’s wife, 
sometimes as schoolmistress of the village chil- 
dren, sometimes as a nurse or watcher of the sick, 
thus acquinng a vaned expenence, the ultimate 
use of which she httle anticipated But nothing 
had gone prosperously with either of the lovers , 
at no subsequent moment would matrimony have 
been so prudent a measure as when they had first 
parted, m the opening bloom of life, to seek 
a better fortune Still they had held fast their 
mutual faith Martha might have been the 
wife of a man who sat among the senators of 
his native state, and Adam could have won the 
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hand, as he had unintentionally won the heart, 
of a nch and comely widow But neither of 
them desired good fortune save to share it with 
the other 

At length that calm despair w^hich occurs only 
in a strong and somewhat stubborn character, and 
yields to no second spnng of hope, settled down 
on the spmt of Adam Colburn He sought an 
interview with Martha, and proposed that they 
should join the Society of Shakers The con- 
verts of this sect are oftenerdnven within its hos- 
pitable gates by worldly misfortune than drawn 
thither by fanaticism, and are received wathout 
inquisition as to their motives Martha, faith- 
ful still, had placed her hand in that of her lover, 
and accompanied him to the Shaker ^nlIage 
Here the natural capaat^'' of each, cultivated and 
strengthened by the difficulties of their previous 
hves, had soon gained them an important rank 
m the Society, whose members are generally be- 
low the ordinary standard of intelligence Their 
faith and feelings had, in some degree, become 
assimilated to those of their fellow worshippers 
Adam Colburn gradually acquired reputation, 
not only in the management of the temporal 
affairs of the Societs’', but as a clear and efficient 
preacher of their doctrines Martha was not less 
distinguished in the duties proper to her sex 
Finally, when the infirmities of Father Ephraim 
had admonished him to seek a successor in his 
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'ctcncc IS not ilmilnful tn this nntttr 1 am 
rcnd\ to rtcci\c the trust " 

“ 1 liou Inst spoken v.t 11, son \ii im," siicl the 
Father “ Ciocl will hie* ^ thee in the ofiice v Inch 
I .im nhout to resign ” 

“ Hut our sister’" ohsereed the elder rrom 
Han-ard/' Inth she not hke\' isc ,a gift to Uecha 
her sentiments ? " 

Martha started, and nuneil her hps, as if she 
would have made a formal repU to this appeal 
Rut, had she attempted it, perhaps the old recol- 
lections, the long-repres' cd feelings of childhood, 
^ outh,and womanhood, might ha\ e gushed from 
her heart, in words that it would have heen pro- 
fanation to utter there 

“ Adam has spoken," said she hurnedh , “ his 
sentiments are likewise mine " 

But while speaking these few words, Martha 
grew so pale that she looked fitter to he laid 
m her coffin than to stand in the presence of 
Father 1 phraim and the elders, she shuddered, 
also, as if there were something awful or horri- 
ble in her situation and destiny 1 1 required, in- 
deed, a more than feminine strength of ncr\c, to 
sustain the fixed observance of men so exalted and 
famous throughout the sect as these w ere They 
had overcome their natural sympatlu with hu- 
man frailties and affections One, w hen he joined 
the Societ}’, had brought with him his wife and 
children, but never, from that hour, had spoken 
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a fond word to the former, or taken his best- 
Joved chdd upon his knee Another, whose 
family refused to follow him,'had been enabled 
— such was his gift of holy fortitude — to leave 
them to the mercy of the world The youngest 
of the elders, a man of about fiftv, had been bred 
from infancy m a Shaker village, and was said 
never to have clasped a woman^s hand in his own, 
and to have no conception of a closer tie than 
the cold fraternal one of the sect. Old Father 
Ephraim was the most awful character of all I n 
his youth he had been a dissolute libertine, but 
was converted by Mother Ann herself^ and had 
partaken of the wild fanatiasm of the early 
Shakers Tradition whispered, at the firesides 
of the \nllage, that Mother Ann had been com- 
pelled to sear his heart of flesh with a red-hot iron 
before it could be punfied from earthly passions 
However that might be, poor Martha had 
a woman's heart, and a tender one, and it 
quailed vithin her, as she looked round at those 
strange old men, and from them to the calm 
features of Adam Colburn But perceiving that 
the elders eyed her doubtflilh , she gasped for 
breath, and again spoke 

“ With what strength is left me b; mj manv 
troubles," said she, “ I am readv to undertake 
this charge, and to do mv best m it." 

children, join vour hands," sa»d Father 

Ephraim 
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They did so The elders stood up around, 
and the Father feebly raised himself to a more 
erect position, but ■continued sitting in his great 
chair 

“ I have bidden you to join your hands,” 
said he, not in earthly affection, for ye have 
cast off Its chains forever , but as brother and 
sister in spiritual love, and helpers of one an- 
other in your allotted task Teach unto others 
the faith which ye have received Open wide 
your gates, — I deliver you the keys thereof, 
— open them wide to all who will give up the 
iniquities of the world, and come hither to lead 
lives of purity and peace Receive the weary 
ones, who have known the vanity of earth, — 
receive the little children, that they may never 
learn that miserable lesson And a blessing be 
upon your labors , so that the time may hasten 
on, when the mission of Mother Ann shall have 
wrought Its full effect, — when children -shall no 
more be born and die, and the last sumvor of 
mortal race, some old and weary man like me, 
shall see the sun go down, nevermore to rise on 
a world of sm and sorrow ' ” 

The aged Father sank back exhausted, and 
the surrounding elders deemed, with good rea- 
son, that the hour was come when the new heads 
of the village must enter on their patnarchal 
duties In their attention to Father Ephraim, 
their eyes were turned from Martha Pierson, 
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who grew paler and paler, unnoticed even by 
Adam Colburn He, indeed, had withdrawn 
his hand from hers, and folded his arms with 
a sense of satisfied ambition But paler and 
paler grew Martha bv his side, till, like a corpse 
in Its bunal clothes, she sank down at the feet 
of her early lover , for, after many tnals firmly 
borne, her heart could endure the weight of its 
desolate agony no longer 
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BENEATH AN UMBRELLA 

P LEASANT IS a rainy winter’s day, 
within doors ^ The best study for such 
a day, or the best amusement, — call it 
which you will, — is a book of travels, descnb- 
ing scenes the most unlike that sombre one 
which IS mistily presented through the windows 
I have experienced that fancy is then most suC" 
cessful in imparting distinct shapes and vivid 
colors to the objects which the author has spread 
upon his page, and that his words become magic 
spells to summon up a thousand vaned pic- 
tures Strange landscapes glimmer through the 
familiar walls of the room, and outlandish fig- 
ures thrust themselves almost within the sacred 
preancts of the hearth Small as my chamber 
is. It has space enough to contain the ocean-like 
arcumference of an Arabian desert, its parched 
sands tracked by the long line of a caravan, 
with the camels patiently journeying through 
the heavy sunshine Though my ceiling be 
not lofty, yet I can pile up the mountains of 
Central Asia beneath it, till their summits shine 
far above the clouds of the middle atmosphere 
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And \\\ih nn luiinhlc incan^, a \NCilth tint is 
not ia\nhlc> 1 cm transport hither the magnifi- 
Ceru incrclnntiisc of an Oriental ha/aar, and call 
a crowd of purchasers from distant countries to 
pa\ a fair profit for the precious articles which 
arc disph\ed on all sides True it is, however, 
that amid the hustle of tmfTic, or whatever else 
ma\ seem to be going on around me, the rain- 
drops will occasionally be heard to patter against 
nn window -j>anes, which look forth upon one 
of the quietest streets in a New England town 
After a time, too, the visions \anish, and will 
not appear again at mv bidding Then, it 
being nightfall, a gloomy sense of unreality de- 
presses ni) spirits, and impels me to venture 
out, before the clock shall strike bedtime, to 
satisf} m)sclf that the world is not entirely 
made up of such shadowy matcnals as have 
busied me throughout the day A dreamer may 
dw^cll so long among fantasies, that the things 
wathout him wall seem as unreal as those within 
When eve has fairly set in, therefore, I sally 
forth, tightly buttoning my shaggy overcoat, 
and hoisting my umbrella, the silken dome of 
which immediately resounds with the heavy 
drumming of the invisible raindrops Pausing 
on the lowest doorstep, I contrast the warmth 
and cheerfulness of my deserted fireside with 
the drear obscurity and chill discomfort into 
which I am about to plunge Now come fear- 
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ful nugiincs, innumerable as the drops of ram. 
Did not my manhood cr} shame upon me, I 
should turn hack within doors, resume my 
elbow-chair, my slippers, and ni) hook, pass 
such an evening of sluggish enjoyment as the 
day has been, and go to bed inglorious 'I he 
same shivering reluctance, no doubt, has quelled, 
for a moment, the adventurous spirit of many 
a traveller, when his feet, uhich A\ere destined 
to measure the earth around, were leaving their 
last tracks m the home paths. 

In my own case, poor human nature may be 
allowed a few misgivings I look upw.ard, and 
discern no sky, not even an unfathomable void, 
but only a black, impenetrable nothingness, as 
though heaven and all its lights were blotted 
from the system of the universe It is as if 
Nature were dead, and the world had put on 
black, and the clouds were weeping for her 
With their tears upon my check, 1 turn my 
eyes earthward, but find little consolation here 
below A lamp is burning dimly at the distant 
corner, and throws just enough of light along 
the street to show, and exaggerate by so faintly 
showing, the penis and difficulties which beset 
my path Yonder dingily white remnant of a 
huge snowbank, — which will yet cumber the 
sidewalk till the latter da)^s of March, — over or 
through that wintry waste must I stndc onward 
Beyond lies a certain Slough of Despond, a con- 
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coctioii of mud "md liqutd rillh>'\nUlc-deLp, leg- 
deep, necL-deep, — m n woril, of unknoun bot- 
tom, — on winch the limplight does not even 
ghmmer, hut winch I In\e occision'illy witched 
in the gmduil growtli of its horrors from morn 
till inglufili Should I flounder into its depths, 
fircwell to upper cirth ^ And hirk^ how 
roughU resounds the roinng of i streim, the 
turbulent enreer of wlncli is pirtiilh reddened 
In tile gleam of the hmp, hut elsewhere brawls 
no^sll^ through the densest gloom O, should 
I be swept awl^ m fording that impetuous and 
unclean torrent, the coroner will have a job with 
an unfortunate gentleman who w^ould fam end 
his troubles an) w here but in a mud puddle * 
Pshaw ^ I will linger not another instant at 
arm’s-length from these dim terrors, w hich grow 
more obscurcl) formidable the longer I delay 
to grapple with them Now for the onset ^ 
And lo * with little damage, save a dash of run 
m the face and breast, a splash of mud high up 
the pantaloons, and the left boot full of ice-cold 
water, behold me at the corner of the street 
The lamp throws down a circle of red light 
around me and tvMnklmg onward from comer 
to comer I discern other beacons marshalling 
my way to a bnghtcr scene But this is a lone- 
some and dreary spot The tall edifices bid 
gloomy defiance to the storm, with their blinds 
all closed, even as a man winks when he faces 
269 



TWICE-^TOLD TALES 


a spattering gust How loudly tinkles the col- 
lected ram down the tin spouts * The puffs of 
wind arc boisterous, and seem to assail me from 
various quarters at once I have often observed 
that this corner is a haunt and loitcnng-placc 
for those winds which have no vork to do upon 
the deep, dashing ships against our iron-bound 
shores , nor in the forest, tearing up the s}lvan 
giants with half a rood of soil at their vast roots 
Here they amuse themselves with lesser freaks 
of mischief See, at this moment, how they 
assail yonder poor woman, vho is passing just 
within the verge of the lamplight ^ One blast 
struggles for her umbrella, and turns it wrong 
side outward , another whisks the cape of her 
cloak across her eyes , wlulc a third takes most 
unwarrantable liberties with the lover part of 
her attire Happily the good dame is no gos- 
samer, but a figure of rotundity and fleshly 
substance , else would these aenal tormentors 
whirl her aloft, like a witch upon a broomstick, 
and set her down, doubtless, in the filthiest ken- 
nel hereabout 

From hence I tread upon firm pavements 
into the centre of the town Here there is al- 
most as brilliant an illumination as when some 
great victory has been won, either on the battle- 
field qr^at the polls Two rows of shops, with 
Wr'Mows Id own nearly to the ground, cast a glow 
from side /^^j^j'yhile the black night hangs 
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overhead like a canopy, and thus keeps the 
splendor from diffusing itself away The wet 
sidewalks gleam with a broad sheet of red light 
The raindrops glitter, as if the sky were pour- 
ing down rubies The spouts gush with fire 
Methinks the scene is an emblem of the decep- 
tive glare which mortals throw around their 
footsteps in the moral world, thus bedazzling 
themselves till they forget the impenetrable 
obscunty that hems them in, and that can be 
dispelled only by radiance from above And, 
after all, it is a cheerless scene, and cheerless are 
the wanderers in it Here comes one who has 
so long been familiar with tempestuous weather 
that he takes the bluster of the storm for a 
fnendly greeting, as if it should say, " How 
fare ye, brother ^ ” He is a retired sea-captain, 
wrapped in some nameless garment of the pea- 
jacket order, and is now laying his course to- 
wards the Marine Insurance Office, there to spin 
yams of gale and shipwreck with a crew of old 
sea-dogs like himself The blast will put in its 
word among their hoarse voices, and be under- 
stood by all of them Next I meet an unhappy 
slipshod gentleman, with a cloak flung hastily 
over his shoulders, runmng a race with boister- 
ous winds, and striving to glide between the 
drops of ram Some domestic emergency or 
other has blown this miserable man from his 
warm fireside m quest of a doctor ’ See that 
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little vagabond — how carelessly he has taken 
his stand right underneath a spout, while staring 
at some object of cunosity in a shop-vandow * 
Surely the ram is his native element , he must 
have fallen with it from the clouds, as frogs are 
supposed to do 

Here is a picture, and a pretty one A 
young man and a girl, both enveloped in cloaks, 
and huddled beneath the scanty protection of a 
cotton umbrella She wears rubber overshoes, 
but he is in his dancing-pumps , and they are 
on their way, no doubt, to some cotillon party, 
or subscnption ball at a dollar a head, refresh- 
ments included Thus they struggle against 
the gloomy tempest, lured onward by a vision 
of festal splendor But, ah ^ a most lamentable 
disaster Bewildered by the red, blue, and yel- 
low meteors m an apothecary’s window, they 
have stepped upon a slippery remnant of ice, 
and are precipitated into a confluence of swollen 
floods, at the corner of two streets Luckless 
lovers * Were it my nature to be other than a 
looker-on in life, I would attempt your rescue 
Since that may not be, I vow, should you be 
drowned, to weave such a pathetic story of your 
fate as shall call forth tears enough to drown you 
both anew Do ye touch bottom, my young 
friends ^ Yes , they emerge like a water nymph 
and a nver deity, and paddle hand m hand 
out of the depths of the dark pool They hurry 
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honu\\ tni, tItisIkcI, Inif 

uuh Kuc rot) uirni to he cinlltcl In the cold 
niter y\K\ ln\c i test n Inch pro\ cs 

too strong for inin\ hnithful, though o\cr 
held iiul tirs in (rouhk ^ 

Onuiril I go, (lcn\ ing n s\ mpifliLtic jo> or 
^orron from the \ inecl aspect of mortil innirs, 
t\cn as nn figure catches a gleam from the 
lighted n melons, or is hlacLcned In an inter\al 
of darkness Not that mine is altogether a 
chameleon spirit, nith no liue of its own Non 
I pass into a more retired street, nherc the 
duellings of uealth and po\ert\ are intermin- 
gled, presenting a range of strong!) contrasted 
pictures Here, too, ma) be found the golden 
mean Through i ondcr easement I discern a 
famiK circle, — the grandmother, the parents^ 
and the children, — all fiickcnng, shadow-Jikc, 
in thcglou of a wood fire Bluster, fierce blast, 
and beat, thou uintn rain, against the wandow- 
panes * Ye cannot damp the enjo)micnt of that 
fireside Surcl)’’ ni) fate is hard that I should 
be wandenng homeless here, taking to my 
bosom night and storm and solitude, instead of 
uifc and children Peace, mu rmurcr ^ Doubt 
not that darker guests arc sitting round the 
hearth, though the warm blaze hides all but 
blissful images Well , here is still a bnghter 
scene A stately mansion illuminated for a ball, 
wth cut-glass chandeliers and alabaster lamps 
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in every room, and sunny landscapes hanging 
round the walls See ' a coach has stopped, 
whence emerges a slender beauty, \\ ho, canopied 
by two umbrellas, glides within the portal, and 
vanishes amid lightsome thrills of music Will 
she ever feel the night wind and the rain? Per- 
haps, — perhaps' And will Death and Sorrow 
ever enter that proud mansion ? As surelv as 
the dancers will be gay within its halls to-night 
Such thoughts sadden, y^et satisfy my heart; 
for they teach me that the poor man m this 
mean, weather-beaten hovel, without a fire to 
cheer him, may call the nch his brother, — 
brethren by Sorrow, who must be an inmate of 
both their households, — brethren by Death, 
who will lead them both to other homes 

Onward, still onward, I plunge into the night 
Now have I reached the utmost limits of the 
town, where the last lamp struggles feebly with 
the darkness, like the farthest star that stands 
sentinel on the borders of uncreated space It 
IS strange what sensations of sublimity may 
spring from a very humble source Such are 
suggested by this hollow roar of a subterranean 
cataract, where the mighty stream of a kennel 
precipitates itself beneath an iron grate, and is 
seen no more on earth Listen awhile to its 
voice of mystery, and fancy will magnify it till 
you start and smile at the illusion And now 
another sound, — the rumbling of wheels, — 
274 



NIGHT SKETCHES 

as the mail-coach, outward bound, rolls heavily 
off the pavement, and splashes through the mud 
and water of the road All night long the poor 
passengers \vill be tossed to and fro between 
drowsy watch and troubled sleep, and will dream 
of their own quiet beds, and awake to find 
themselves still jolting onward Happier my 
lot, who will straightway hie me to my familiar 
room, and toast myself comfortably before the 
fire, musing and fitfully dozing, and fancying a 
strangeness in such sights as all may see But 
first let me gaze at this solitary figure who 
comes hitherward with a tin lantern, which 
throws the circular pattern of its punched holes 
on the ground about him He passes fearlessly 
into the unknown gloom, whither I will not 
follow him 

This figure shall supply me with a moral, 
wherewith, for lack of a more appropriate one, 
I may wind up my sketch He fears not to 
tread the dreary path before him, because his 
lantern, which was kindled at the fireside of his 
home, will light him back to that same fireside 
again And thus we, night wanderers through 
a stormy and dismal world, if we bear the lamp 
of Faith, enkindled at a celestial fire, it will 
surely lead us home to that heaven whence its 
radiance was borrowed 
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AT noon of an autumnal day, more than 
two centunes ago, the English colors 
^ were displayed by the standard-bearer 
of the Salem trainband, which had mustered for 
martial exercise under the orders of John Endi- 
cott It was a penod when the religious exiles 
were accustomed often to buckle on their ar- 
mor, and practise the handling of their weapons 
of war Since the first settlement of New Eng- 
land, Its prospects had never been so dismal 
The dissensions between Charles the First and 
his subjects were then, and for several years 
afterwards, confined to the floor of Parliament 
The measures of the King and ministr}^ were 
rendered more tyrannically violent by an oppo- 
sition, which had not yet acquired sufficient con- 
fidence in Its own strength to resist ro^al injus- 
tice with the sword The bigoted and haughty 
pnmate. Laud, Archbishop of Canterbury, con- 
trolled the religious affairs of the realm, and 
was consequently invested with powers which 
might have wrought the utter rum of the two 
Puntan colonies, Plymouth and Massachusetts 
There is evidence on record that our forefathers 
perceived their danger, but were resolved that 
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their infant country should not fall without a 
struggle, even beneath the giant strength of the 
King’s nght arm 

Such was the aspect of the times when the 
folds of the English banner, with the Red Cross 
m Its field, were flung out over a company 
of Puntans Their leader, the famous Endicott, 
was a man of stern and resolute countenance, 
the effect of which was heightened by a gnz- 
zled beard that swept the upper portion of 
his breastplate This piece of armor was so 
highly polished that the whole surrounding 
scene had its image in the glittenng steel The 
central object in the mirrored picture was an edi- 
fice of humble architecture with neither steeple 
nor bell to proclaim it — what nevertheless it 
was — the house of prayer A token of the 
penis of the wilderness was seen in the gnm 
head of a wolf, which had just been slam within 
the precincts of the town, and according to the 
regular mode of claiming the bounty, was nailed 
on the porch of the meeting-house The blood 
was still plashing on the doorstep There hap- 
pened to be visible, at the same noontide hour, 
so many other charactenstics of the times and 
manners of the Puntans, that we must endeavor 
to represent them m a sketch, though far less 
vividly than they were reflected in the polished 
breastplate of J ohn Endicott. 

In close vianity to the sacred edifice appeared 
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that important engine of Puntanic authonty, the 
whipping-post — with the soil around it well 
trodden by the feet of evilnloers, who had there 
been disaplmed At one comer of the meet- 
ing-house was the pdlory, and at the other the 
stocks , and, by a singular good fortune for our 
sketch, the head of an Episcopalian and sus- 
pected Catholic was grotesquely encased m the 
former machine , while a fellow cnminal, who 
had boisterously quaffed a health to the King, 
was confined by the legs in the latter Side by 
side, on the meeting-house steps, stood a male 
and a female figure The man was a tall, lean, 
haggard personification of fanaticism, beanngon 
his breast this label, — A Wanton Gospeller, 
— which betokened that he had dared to give 
interpretations of Holy Wnt unsanctioned by 
the infallible judgment of the civil and religious 
rulers His aspect showed no lack of zeal to 
maintain his heterodoxies, even at the stake 
The woman wore a cleft stick on her tongue, m 
appropnate retribution for having wagged that 
unmly member against the elders of the church , 
and her countenance and gestures gave much 
cause to apprehend that, the moment the stick 
should be removed, a repetition of the offence 
would demand new ingenuity m chastising it 
The above-mentioned individuals had been 
sentenced to undergo their various modes of 
Ignominy, for the space of one hour at noon- 
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day But among the crowd were several whose 
punishment would be hfe-Iong, some, whose 
cars had been cropped, like those of puppy 
dogs , others, whose cheeks had been branded 
with the initials of their misdemeanors, one, 
with his nostrils sht and seared , and another, 
with a halter about his neck, which he was for- 
bidden ever to take off, or to conceal beneath 
his garments Methinks he must have been 
gnevously tempted to affix the other end of 
the rope to some convenient beam or bough 
There was likewise a young woman, with no 
mean share of beauty, whose doom it was to 
wear the letter A on the breast of her gown, m 
the eyes of all the world and her own children 
And even her own children knew what that ini- 
tial signified Sporting with her infamy, the 
lost and desperate creature had embroidered the 
fatal token in scarlet cloth, with golden thread 
and the nicest art of needlework , so that the 
capital A might have been thought to mean 
Admirable, or anything rather than Adulteress 
Let not the reader argue, from any of these 
evidences of iniquity, that the times of the Pun- 
tans were more vicious than our own, when, as 
we pass along the very street of this sketch, we 
discern no badge of infamy on man or woman 
It was the policy of our ancestors to search out 
even the most secret sms, and expose them to 
shame, without fear or favor, in the broadest 
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light of the noonday sun Were such the cus- 
tom now, perchance we might find matenals for 
a no less piquant sketch than the above 

Except the malefactors whom we have de- 
scnbedj and the diseased or infirm persons, the 
whole male population of the town, between 
sixteen years and sixty, were seen in the ranks 
of the trainband A few stately savages, in all 
the pomp and dignity of the primeval Indian, 
stood gazing at the spectacle Their flmt- 
headed arrows were but childish weapons com- 
pared with the matchlocks of the Puritans, and 
would have rattled harmlessly against the steel 
caps and hammered iron breastplates which en- 
closed each soldier in an individual fortress 
The valiant John Endicott glanced with an eye 
of pnde at his sturdy followers, and prepared 
to renew the martial toils of the day 

“ Come, my stout hearts ' ” quoth he, draw- 
ing his sword “ Let us show Aese poor hea- 
then that we can handle our weapons like men 
of might Well for them, if they put us not to 
prove It in earnest ' ” 

The iron-breasted company straightened their 
line, and each man drew the heavy butt of his 
matchlock close to his left foot, thus awaiting 
the orders of the captain But, as Endicott 
glanced right and left along the front, he dis- 
covered a personage at some little distance with 
whom It behooved him to hold a parley It 
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%\*is in elder! j gentleman, weiring a blick cloak 
and bind, ind i htgh-cro\^ned hat, beneath 
which wis a vehet skulFcap, the whole being 
the girb of a Puntan minister This reverend 
person bore a staff which seemed to have been 
rcccndv cut in the forest, ind his shoes were 
bcmired is if he hid been trivclhng on foot 
through the swamps of the wilderness His 
aspect w IS perfectly that of i pilgnm, heightened 
also by an ipostolic dignity Just as Iindicott 
perceived him, he laid aside his staff, and stooped 
to dnnk it a bubbling fountim which gushed 
into the sunshine about a score of yards from 
the corner of the meeting-house But, ere the 
good man drank, he turned his face heavenward 
in thankfulness, and then, holding back his gray 
beard with one hand, he scooped up his simple 
draught in the hollow of the other 

What, ho ^ good Mr Williams," shouted 
Endicott You are welcome back again to our 
tow n of peace How does our worthy Governor 
Winthrop ? And what news from Boston ^ " 
The Governor hath his health, worshipful 
Sir," answered Roger Williams, now resuming 
his staff, and drawing near And for the 
news, here is a letter, which, knowing I was to 
travel hitherward to-day, his Excellency com- 
mitted to my charge Belike it contains tidings 
of much import , for a ship amved yesterday 
from England " 
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Mr WilliamSj the minister of Salem, and of 
course known to all the spectators, had now 
reached the spot where Endicott was standing 
under the banner of his company, and put the 
Governor’s epistle into his hand The broad 
seal was impressed with Winthrop’s coat of 
arms Endicott hastily unclosed the letter and 
began to read, w'hile, as his eye passed dovn 
the page, a wrathful change came over his manly 
countenance The blood glowed through it, 
till It seemed to be kindling wnth an internal 
heat , nor was it unnatural to suppose that his 
breastplate would likewise become red-hot with 
the angry fire of the bosom which it covered 
Arriving at the conclusion, he shook the letter 
fiercely in his hand, so that it rustled as loud as 
the flag above his head 

“ Black tidings these, Mr Williams,” said 
he, “blacker never came to New England 
Doubtless you know their purport ^ ” 

“ Yea, truly,” replied Roger Williams , “ for 
the Governor consulted, respecting this matter, 
with my brethren in the ministry at Boston , 
and my opinion was likewise asked And his 
Excellency entreats you by me, that the news 
be not suddenly noised abroad, lest the people 
be stirred up unto some outbreak, and thereby 
give the King and the Archbishop a handle 
against us ” 

" The Governor is a wise man — a wise man, 
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ntui n mcclv nnd modcnit/* siid Fndicott, set- 
ting Ins teeth gnmh Nevertheless, J must 
do nccording to m\ own best judgment Inhere 
IS neither nnn, uonnn, nor child in New i-ng- 
hnd, but Ins n concern ns dear ns life in these 
tidings, ind if John I^ndicott’s voice be loud 
enough, nnn, \\onnn, nnd child slnll henr them 
Soldiers, wheel into n hollow square* Ho, 
good people * Here ire news for one nnd all 
of )0U 

1 he soldiers closed in around their cnptiin , 
and he and Roger Willnms stood together 
under the banner of the Red Cross , while the 
women and the aged men pressed forward, and 
the mothers held up their children to look 
Endicott m the face A few taps of the drum 
gave signal for silence and attention 

Fellow soldiers, — fellow exiles,'' began 
Endicott, speaking under strong excitement, 
yet powerfully restraining it, w^herefore did 
ye leave your native country ? Wherefore, I 
say, have we left the green and fertile fields, 
the cottages, or, perchance, the old gray halls, 
where we were born and bred, the churchyards 
where our forefathers he buned ? Wherefore 
have we come hither to set up our own tomb- 
stones m a wilderness ^ A howling wilderness 
it is * The wolf and the bear meet us within 
halloo of our dwellings The savage lieth m 
wait for us in the dismal shadow of the woods 
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The stubborn roots of the trees break our 
ploughshares, when wc would till the earth 
Our children erj' for bread, and we must dig 
in the sands of the sea-shore to satisfy them 
Wherefore, I say again, ha%e we sought this 
country" of a rugged soil and wantry sk} 
Was It not for the enjoyment of our cnnl 
nghts ? Was it not for liberty' to worship God 
according to our conscience ^ ” 

“ Call you this liberty of conscience ? ” inter- 
rupted a voice on the steps of the meeting- 
house 

It was the Wanton Gospeller. A sad and 
quiet smile flitted across the mild visage of 
Roger Williams But Endicott, in the excite- 
ment of the moment, shook his sw'ord wrath- 
fiilly at the culpnt — an ominous gesture from 
a man like him 

“ What hast thou to do with consaence, thou 
knave ^ ” cried he “ I said liberty to worship 
God, not license to profane and ridicule Him 
Break not m upon my speech, or I w’lll kv 
thee neck and heels till this time to-morrow 
Hearken to me, friends, nor heed that accursed 
rhapsodist As I was saying, we have sacrifice 
all things, and have come to a land whereof the 
old world hath scarcely heard, that we mig ^ 
make a new world unto ourselves, and painfu } 
seek a path from hence to heaven But what 
think ye now^ This son of a Scotch tvrant • 
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this grandson of a Papistical and adulterous 
Scotch woman, whose death proved that a 
golden crown doth not always save an anointed 
head from the block"" — 

Nay, brother, nay,"" interposed Mr Wil- 
liams , thy words are not meet for a secret 
chamber, far less for a public street "" 

‘^Hold thy peace, Roger Williams*"" an- 
swered Endicott impenously My spint is 
wiser than thine for the business now in hand 
I tell ye, fellow exiles, that Charles of England, 
and Laud, our bitterest persecutor, arch-pnest 
of Canterbury, are resolute to pursue us even 
hither They are taking counsel, saith this 
letter, to send over a governor-general, m 
whose breast shall be deposited all the law and 
equity of the land They are minded, also, 
to establish the idolatrous forms of English 
Episcopacy, so that, when Laud shall kiss 
the Pope’s toe, as cardinal of Rome, he may 
deliver New England, bound hand and foot, 
into the power of his master * 

A deep groan from the auditors — a sound 
of wrath, as well as fear and sorrow — re- 
sponded to this intelligence 

Look ye to it, brethren,” resumed Endi- 
cott with increasing energy If this king and 
this arch-prelate have their will, wc shall bnefly 
behold a cross on the spire of this tabernacle 
which we have budded, and a high altar within 
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Its walls, with W'ax tapers burning round it at 
noonday We shall hear the sacrmg bell, and 
the voices of the Romish pnests saying the 
mass But think ye, Chnstian men, that these 
abominations may be suffered without a sword 
drawn ? without a shot fired ? without blood 
spilt, yea, on the very stairs of the pulpit? No, 
— be ye strong of hand and stout of heart ' 
Here we stand on our own soil, w'hich we have 
bought with our goods, which we have w on with 
our swords, which we have cleared with our 
axes, which we have tilled wath the sweat of 
our brows, W'hich we have sanctified with our 
prayers to the God that brought us hither ’ 
Who shall enslave us here ? W^hat have we 
to do with this mitred prelate, — with this 
crowned king ? What have we to do vath 
England ? ” 

Endicott gazed round at the excited coun- 
tenances of the people, now full of his own 
spint, and then turned suddenly to the stan- 
dard-bearer, who stood close behind him 
“ Officer, lower your banner ' ” said he 
The officer obeyed , and, brandishing his 
sword, Endicott thrust it through the cloth, 
and, with his left hand, rent the Red Cross 
completely out of the banner He then waved 
the tattered ensign above his head 

“ Sacnlegious wretch ’ ” cried the high- 
churchman in the pillory, unable longer to 
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rcnjntu htiM'iclt, “ thou In';! rejected the ‘5}mhol 
0 } our h(d\ reliiiioi) ’ ” 

" 1 re non, trcison’” roired tlie roNihst in 
the s,orhs “lie Iiitli der7Ctd the Kint^’s ban- 
ner'” 

“ Hefore (»od and nnn, I will i\oiich the 
deed,” Tinwered I tuiicott Heat a dotinsh, 
dnunmer ' — ';hout, soldier'; and people ' — in 
''fmor of the ensign of New England Neither 
rope nor T \nnt hath part in it now ' ” 

\\’ith a era of triumph, the people gave their 
sanction to one of the boldest exploits which 
our histora records And forever honored be 
the name of hndicott ' We look back through 
the mist of ages, and recognne in the rending 
of the Red Cross from New England’s banner 
the first omen of that deliverance which our 
fathers consummated after the bones of the 
stern Puntan had Iain more than a century in 
the dust 
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AN APOLOGUE 

[Among Hawthorne’s notes under date of 1 836 is the fol- 
lowing Two lovers to plan the building of a pleasure-house 
on a certam spot of ground, but vanous seeming acadents prei 
vent It Once they find a group of miserable children there . 
once It IS the scene where crime is plotted , at last the dead 
body of one of the lovers or of a dear fiiend is found there ,] 
and, mstead of a pleasure-house, they bufld a marble tomb ' 
The moral — that there is no place on earth fit for the site of 
a pleasure-house, because there is no spot that may not have 
been saddened by human gnefi stamed by enrae, or hallowed 
by death It might be three fiiends who plan it, instead of 
two lovers , and the dearest one dies 

T WO lovers, once upon a time, had 
planned a little summer-house, in the 
form of an antique temple, which it was 
their purpose to consecrate to all manner of 
refined and innocent enjoyments There they 
would hold pleasant intercourse with one an- 
other and the arcle of their familiar fnends , 
there they would give festivals of dehcious fruit , 
there they would hear bghtsome music, inter- 
mingled with the strains of pathos which make 
joy more sweet , there they would read poetry 
and fiction, and permit their own minds to flit 
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away in day-dreams and romance , there, in short 
— for why should we shape out the vague sun- 
shine of then hopes ? — there all pure delights 
were to clilster like roses among the pillars of 
the edifice, and blossom ever new and sponta- 
neously So, one breezv and cloudless afternoon, 
Adam Forrester and Lilias Fay set out upon a 
ramble over the wide estate which they were to 
possess together, seeking a proper site for their 
Temple of Happiness They were themselves 
a fair and happy spectacle, fit pnest and priestess 
for such a shnne , although, making poetry of 
the pretty name of Lilias, Adam Forrester was 
wont to call her Lily, because her form was as 
fragile, and her cheek almost as pale 

As they passed hand in hand down the ave- 
nue of drooping elms that led from the portal 
of Lilias Fay’s paternal mansion, they seemed to 
glance like winged creatures through the stnps 
of sunshine, and to scatter bnghtness where the 
deep shadows fell But setting forth at the same 
time with this youthful pair, there was a dismal 
figure, wrapped m a black velvet cloak that might 
have been made of a coffin pall, and with a som- 
bre hat such as mourners wear drooping its broad 
bnm over his heavy brows Glancing behind 
them, the lovers well knew who it was that 
followed, but wished from their hearts that he 
had been elsewhere, as being a companion so 
strangely unsuited to their joyous errand It 
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was a near relative of Lilias Fay, an old man by 
the name of Walter Gascoigne, who had long 
labored under the burden of a melancholy spint, 
which was sometimes maddened into absolute 
insanity, and always had a tinge of it. What a 
contrast between the young pilgrims of bliss and 
their unbidden associate ' They looked as if 
moulded of heaven’s sunshine, and he of earth’s 
gloomiest shade , they flitted along like Hope 
and Joy roaming hand in hand through life, 
while his darksome figure stalked behind, a type 
of all the woeful influences which life could flmg 
upon them But the three had not gone far when 
they reached a spot that pleased the gentle Lily, 
and she paused 

“What sweeter place shall we find than this ? ” 
said she “ Why should we seek farther for the 
site of our Temple ^ ” 

It was indeed a delightful spot of earth, though 
undistinguished by any very prominent beauties, 
being merely a nook in the shelter of a hill, with 
the prospect of a distant lake in one direction, 
and of a church spire in another There were 
vistas and pathways leading onward and onward 
into the green woodlands, and vanishing away in 
the glimmenng shade The Temple, if erected 
here, would look towards the west so that the 
lovers could shape all sorts of magnificent dreams 
out of the purple, violet, and gold of the sunset 
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sk\ , and feu of their inticipitcd pleasures were 
dearer thin this sport of fumsN 

Yes/* said ^\dini h orresier, u e might seek 
all di\ and find no lo\elierspot We u ill build 
our Temple here *’ 

But their sid old companion, uho had taken 
his stand on the verv site uhich they proposed 
to cover until a marble floor, shook his head and 
frowned, and the ^oung man and the Lily 
deemed it almost enough to blight the spot, and 
desecrate it for their air) Temple, that his dis- 
mal figure had thrown its shadow there He 
pointed to some scattered stones, the remnants 
of a former structure, and to flowers such as 
young girls delight to nurse in their gardens, 
but which had now' relapsed into the wild sun- 
phciU" of nature 

‘^Not here'** cned old Walter Gascoigne 

Here, long ago, other mortals built their 
Temple of Happiness Seek another site for 
yours ^ ” 

What ^ exclaimed Lilias Fay Have any 
ever planned such a Temple save ourselves ? 

Poor child ^ ” said her gloomy kinsman In 
one shape or other, every mortal has dreamed 
your dream ” 

Then he told the lovers how, not, indeed, an 
antique Temple, but a dwelling, had once stood 
there, and that a dark-clad guest had dwelt 
among its inmates, sitting forever at the fire- 
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side, and poisoning all their household mirth 
Under this type, Adam Forrester and Lihas saw 
that the old man spake of Sorrow He told of 
nothing that might not be recorded m the his- 
tory of almost every household , and yet his 
hearers felt as if no sunshine ought to fall upon a 
spot where human gnef had left so deep a stain , 
or, at least, that no joyous Temple should be 
built there 

This is very sad,” said the Lily, sighing 
'' Well, there are lovelier spots than this,” said 
Adam Forrester soothingly, — “spots which 
sorrow has not blighted ” 

So they hastened away, and the melancholy 
Gascoigne followed them, looking as if he had 
gathered up all the gloom of the deserted spot, 
and was bearing it as a burden of inestimable 
treasure But still they rambled on, and soon 
found themselves in a rocky deU, through the 
midst of which ran a streamlet with npple and 
foam, and a continual voice of inarticulate joy 
It was a wild retreat, walled on either side with 
gray preapices, which would have frowned some- 
what too sternly, had not a profusion of green 
shrubbery rooted itself into their crevices, and 
wreathed gladsome foliage around their solemn 
brows But the chief joy of the dell was in the 
little stream, which seemed hke the presence of 
a blissful child, with nothing earthly to do save 
to babble memly and disport itself, and make 
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ever)’’ Ining soul its plavrellov, and throu the 
sunny gleams of its spint upon all 

“Here, here is the spot'” cned the t^'.o 
lovers with one "voice, as the\ reached a !c% el 
space on the bnnk of a small cascade “ This 
glen was made on purpose for our I emple ' ’ 
“And the glad song of the brook will be 
always in our cars,” said Lilias I i\ 

“And Its long melod\ shall sing the bliss of 
our lifetime,” said Adam borrester 

“Ye must build no 1 cinplc here ^ mur- 
mured their dismal companion 

And there again mis the old lunatic, standing 
just on the spot Mhcrc thc\ meant to rear tluir 
hghtsomc dome, and looking hkt the cmbudicJ 
^\mbol of some great moc, tint, in fu^go^lcn 
da\s, hid happened thtre \nd ahs ’ there 
had been v oc, nor that alone \ \ our.tr rnn^ 
more thin i hundred \Lirs hifort, h'^d lurtJ 
hither 1 girl tint lo\cd him, ^nd on tins 
hid murdered her, ind Mislud hhrr 1\ 
m the streim u Inch sunir * o me r^d\ \ r.vi t % ^ 

' mec tile \ ictirn’s dc i h, *'hr 1 1 s a e^e o: e h ^ ‘ 
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arm, whispenng, “ Let us flee from this dread- 
ful vale ! ” 

“ Come, then,” said Adam Forrester as 
cheerily as he could, “ we shall soon find a hap- 
pier spot ” 

They set forth again, young Pilgrims on that 
quest which millions — which every child of 
Earth — has tried m turn And were the Lily 
and her lover to be more fortunate than all 
those millions ? For a long time it seemed not 
so The dismal shape of the old lunatic still 
glided behind them , and for every spot that 
looked lovely in their eyes, he had some legend 
of human wrong or suffenng, so miserably sad 
that his auditors could never afterwards connect 
the idea of joy with the place where it had hap- 
pened Here, a heart-broken woman, kneeling 
to her child, had been spurned from his feet , 
here, a desolate old creature had prayed to the 
evil one, and had received a fiendish malignity 
of soul in answer to her prayer , here, a new- 
born infant, sweet blossom of life, had been 
found dead, with the impress of its mother’s 
fingers round its throat , and here, under a 
shattered oak, two lovers had been stricken by 
lightning, and fell blackened corpses in each 
other’s arms The dreary Gascoigne had a 
gift to know whatever evil and lamentable thing 
had stained the bosom of Mother Earth , and 
when his funereal voice had told the tale, it 
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nppcircd like i prophea of future wot as well 
as 1 tradition of the past And now, by their 
^ad demeanor, }ou uould have fancied that the 
pilgrim Io\ers were seeking, not a temple of 
earthly jo\, hut a tomb for themselves and their 
postent\ 

Where in this world/’ exclaimed Adam 
borrester, despondingly, “shall we build our 
Temple of Happiness ^ ” 

Where in this world, indeed*” repeated 
Lihas Fay, and being faint and weary, the 
more so by the heaviness of her heart, the Lily 
drooped her head and sat down on the summit 
of a knoll, repeating, “ Where in this world 
shall we build our Temple ^ ” 

“ Ah * have you already asked yourselves that 
question^*' said their companion, his shaded 
features growing even gloomier with the smile 
that dw^clt on them , “ yet there is a place, even 
m this world, where ye may build it ’’ 

While the old man spoke, Adam Forrester 
and Lilias had carelessly thrown their eyes 
around, and perceived that the spot where they 
had chanced to pause possessed a quiet charm^ 
which was well enough adapted to their present 
mood of mind It was a small nse of ground, 
with a certain regularity of shape, that had per- 
haps been bestowed by art , and a group of 
trees, which almost surrounded it, threw their 
pensive shadows across and far beyond, although 
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some softened glor}' of the sunshine found its 
way there The ancestral mansion, wherein 
the lovers would dwell together, appeared on 
one side, and the ivied church, where they 
were to worship, on another. Happening to 
cast their eyes on the ground, they smiled, yet 
with a sense of wonder, to see that a pale lily 
was growing at tlieir feet. 

“We will build our Temple here,” said 
they simultaneously, and with an indescribable 
conviction that they had at last found the very 
spot 

Yet, while they uttered this exclamation, the 
young man and the Lily turned an apprehensive 
glance at their dreary associate, deeming it 
hardly possible that some tale of earthly afflic- 
tion should not make those precincts loathsome, 
as in every former case The old man stood 
just behind them, so as to form the chief figure 
in the group, with his sable cloak muffling the 
lower part of his visage, and his sombre hat 
overshadowing his brows But he gave no 
word of dissent from their purpose , and an in- 
scrutable smile was accepted by the lovers as a 
token that here had been no footpnnt of guilt 
or sorrow to desecrate the site of their Temple 
of Happiness 

In a little time longer, while summer was 
still in Its prime, the fairy structure of the Tem- 
ple arose on the summit of the knoll, amid the 
296 



THL LILY’S yULST 

solemn shadous of the trees, yet often glad- 
dened with bright sunshine It was built of 
white nnrblc, with slender and graceful pillars 
supporting a vaulted dome, and beneath the 
centre of this dome, upon a pedestal, w^as a slab 
of dark-veined marble, on which books and 
music might be strewn But there w'as a fan- 
tasy among the people of the neighborhood 
that the edifice was planned after an ancient 
mausoleum and wais intended for a tomb, and 
that the central slab of dark-veined marble was 
to be inscribed with the names of buned ones 
The} doubted, too, whether the form of Lilias 
Lay could appertain to a creature of this earth, 
being so ver)^ delicate, and growing every day 
more fragile, so that she looked as if the sum- 
mer breeze should snatch her up and waft her 
heavenward But still she watched the daily 
growth of the Temple , and so did old Walter 
Gascoigne, who now made that spot his contin- 
ual haunt, leaning whole hours together on his 
staff, and giving as deep attention to the work 
as though It had been indeed a tomb In due 
time It was finished, and a day appointed for a 
^simple ntc of dedication 

On the preceding evening, after Adam For- 
rester had taken leave of his mistress, he looked 
back towards the portal of her dwelling, and 
felt a strange thnil of fear , for he imagined 
that, as the setting sunbeams faded from her 
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figure, she was exhaling away, and that some- 
thing of her ethereal substance was withdrawn 
with each lessening gleam of hght. With his 
farewell glance a shadow had fellen over the 
portal, and Lilias was invisible His foreboding 
spint deemed it an omen at the time, and so it 
proved , for the sweet earthly form, by which 
the Lily had been mamfested to the world, was 
found lifeless the next morning in the Temple, 
with her head resting on her arms, which were 
folded upon the slab of dark-veined marble 
The chiU winds of the earth had long since 
breathed a blight into this beautiful flower, so 
that a loving hand had now transplanted it, to 
blossom brightly m the garden of Paradise 
But alas, for the Temple of Happiness • In 
his unutterable gnef, Adam Forrester had no 
purpose more at heart than to convert this 
Temple of many delightful hopes into a tomb, 
and bury his dead mistress there And lo ' a 
wonder I Digging a grave beneath the Tem- 
ple’s marble floor, the sexton found no virgin 
earth, such as was meet to receive the maiden’s 
dust, but an anaent sepulchre, in which were 
treasured up the bones of generations that had 
died long ago Among those forgotten ances- 
tors was the Lily to be laid And when the 
funeral procession brought Lilias thither to her 
coffin, they beheld old Walter Gascoigne stand- 
ing beneath the dome of the Temple, with his 
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cloak of pall and face of darkest gloom , and 
wherever that figure might take its stand, the 
spot would seem a sepulchre He watched the 
mourners as they lowered the coffin down 
“And so,” said he to Adam Forrester, with 
the strange smile m which his insanity was wont 
to gleam forth, “ you have found no better 
foundation for your happiness than on a grave ' ” 
But as the Shadow of Affliction spoke, a vi- 
sion of Hope and Joy had its birth m Adam’s 
mind, even from the old man’s taunting words , 
for then he knew what was betokened by the 
parable m which the Lily and himself had acted , 
and the mystery of Life and Death was opened 
to him 

“Joy> joy'” he cned, throwing his arms 
towards heaven, “ on a grave be the site of our 
Temple , and now our happiness is for Eter- 
nity ! ” 

With those words, a ray of sunshine broke 
through the dismal sky, and glimmered down 
into the sepulchre , while, at the same moment, 
the shape of old Walter Gascoigne stalked 
drearily away, because his gloom, symbolic of 
all earthly sorrow, might no longer abide there, 
now that the darkest nddle of humanity was 
read 
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[Sc\ cral passages in this bit of desenpuon may be traced to 
entnes in the American Note-Books See especially pages 4, 
118 ] 

I T must be a spirit much unlike my own 
which can keep itself m health and vigor 
without sometimes stealing from the sultry 
sunshine of the world, to plunge into the cool 
bath of solitude At intervals, and not unfre- 
quent ones, the forest and the ocean summon 
me — one with the roar of its waves, the other 
with the murmur of its boughs — forth from 
the haunts of men But I must wander many 
a mile ere I could stand beneath the shadow of 
even one pnmeval tree, much less be lost among 
the multitude of hoary trunks, and hidden from 
earth and sky by the mystery of darksome foli- 
age Nothing is within my daily reach more 
like a forest than the acre or two of woodland 
near some suburban farmhouse When, there- 
fore, the yearning for seclusion becomes a neces- 
sity within me, I am drawn to the sea-shore, 
which extends its line of rude rocks and seldom 
trodden sands for leagues around our bay Set- 
300 



FOOTPRINTS ON THE SEA-SHORE 


ting forth at my last ramble on a September 
morning, I bound myself with a hermit’s vow 
to interchange no thoughts vnth man or woman, 
to share no social pleasure, but to derive all that 
day’s enjoyment from shore and sea and sky, 
— from my soul’s communion with these, and 
from fantasies and recollections, or antiapated 
realities Surely here is enough to feed a hu- 
man spint for a single day Farewell, then, 
busy world ^ Till your evening lights shall 
shine along the street, — till they gleam upon 
my sea-flushed face as I tread homeward, — 
free me from your ties, and let me be a peace- 
ful outlaw 

Highw^ays and cross-paths are hastily trav- 
ersed , and, clambenng down a crag, I find m\ - 
self at the extremity of a long beach How 
gladly does the spint leap forth and suddenly 
enlarge its sense of being to the full extent of 
the broad, blue, sunny deep ^ A greeting and 
a homage to the Sea * I descend over its mar- 
gin and dip my hand into the wave that meets 
tnc, and bathe my brow That far-rcsounding 
roar is Ocean’s voice of welcome His salt 
breath brings a blessing along with it Now let 
us pace together — the render’s fanc\ arm-in- 
Jirm with mine — this noble beach, which ex- 
tends a mile or more from that craggv promor- 
torv to }ondcr rampart of brol cn rods In 
front, the sea , in the rear, a precipitous b'^nb, 
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the grassy verge of which is breaking away, 
year after year, and flings down its tufts of ver- 
dure upon the barrenness below The beach 
Itself is a broad space of sand, brown and spar- 
kling, with hardly any pebbles intermixed Near 
the water’s edge there is a wet margin, w'hich 
glistens bnghtly in the sunshine, and reflects 
objects like a mirror, and as \ve tread along the 
glistening border, a dry spot flashes around each 
footstep, but grow's moist again as we lift our 
feet In some spots the sand receives a com- 
plete impression of the sole — square toe and 
all , elsewhere it is of such marble firmness that 
we must stamp heavily to leave a print even of 
the iron-shod heel Along the whole of this 
extensive beach gambols the surf w'ave , now it 
makes a feint of dashing onward m a fury, yet 
dies away with a meek murmur, and does but 
kiss the strand , now, after many such abortive 
efforts. It rears itself up in an unbroken line, 
heightening as it advances, without a speck of 
foam on its green crest With how fierce a roar 
It flings Itself forward, and rushes far up the 
beach > 

As I threw mv eyes along the edge of the 
surf I remember that I w^as starded, as Robin- 
son Crusoe might have been, by the sense that 
human life was wnthin the magic circle of my 
solitude Afar off in the remote distance of the 
beach, appeanng like sea-nymphs or some ainer 
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things such ns might trtnfl upon tht feathery 
s]irt\, was a group of girls Hardly had I be- 
held them when the\ passu! into tlic slndow' of 
the rocks and \nnishtd I o comfort myself — 
for trulv I would fun Iiate ga/ed awhile longer 
— I made ac(|uiuuance with a flock of beach 
birds 'I hesc little citi/ens of the sea and air 
preceded me In about a stone's throw' along the 
strand, seeking, 1 suppose, for food upon its 
margin Yet, with a philosophy which man- 
kind would do well to mutate, they drew a con- 
tinual pleasure from their toil for a subsistence 
The sea was each little bird’s great playmate 
The} chased it downward as it swept back, and 
again ran up swiftly before the impending wave, 
which sometimes overtook them and bore them 
off tlicir feet But thev floated as lightly as 
one of their ow'n fenthers on the breaking crest 
In their airj' fiuttcrings tlicy seemed to rest on 
the evanescent spray Their images — long- 
leggcd little figures, with gray backs and snowy 
bosoms - — w'crc seen as distinctly as the realities 
m the mirror of the glistening strand As I 
advanced, they flew a score or two of yards, and, 
again alighting, recommenced their dalliance 
with the surf w'ave , and thus they bore me 
company along the beach, the types of pleasant 
fantasies, till, at its extremity, they took wing 
over the ocean and were gone After forming 
a friendship with these small surf spints, it is 
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really \\ortli a sigh to find no memonal of them 
save their multitudinous little tracks in the sand 
When we have paced the length of the beach. 
It IS pleasant and not unprofitable to retrace 
our steps, and recall the whole mood and occu- 
pation of the mind dunng the former passage 
Our tracks being all discernible will guide us 
with an observing consciousness through every 
unconscious wandering of thought and fancy 
Here, we followed the surf in its reflux to pick 
up a shell which the sea seemed loath to relin- 
quish Here, we found a seaweed, with an im- 
mense brown leaf, and trailed it behind us by 
Its long snake-like stalk Here, we seized a live 
horseshoe bv the tail, and counted the many 
claws of the queer monster Here, we dug into 
the sand for pebbles, and skipped them upon 
the surface of the water Here, we wet our feet 
whde examining a jelly-fish which the waves, 
having just tossed it up, now sought to snatch 
away again Here, we trod along the bnnk of 
a fresh-water brooklet which flows across the 
beach, becoming shallower and more shallow, 
till at last it sinks into the sand and perishes in 
the effort to bear its little tribute to the main 
Here, some vagary appears to have bewildered 
us , for our tracks go round and round and are 
confusedly intermingled, as if we had found a 
labynnth upon the level beach And here, 
amid our idle pastime, we sat down upon almost 
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the onU stone tint hrnks the snrficc of the 
arul ucre lost in nn unloolai-for and 
ovcqinucnntr conception of (he in.ijes(\ and 
aufulncs<; of the great deep I hus, In tracking 
our footprint^ m the sand, nc track our own 
nature in its na\\eard course, and steal a glance 
upon It, uhen it nt\cr dreams of being so 
obscr\"cd Such glances nlnajs make us niscr 
This c\tensi\c beach aOords room for an- 
other pleasant pastime With \ our staff )ou 
nia\ wntc \crscs — lo\c verses, if thej please 
^ou best — and consecrate them mth a woman's 
name Here, too, rnaj be insenbed thoughts, 
feelings, dusircs, warm outgushings from the 
heart's secret places, which )ou would not pour 
upon the sand wathout the certainty that, almost 
ere the sk\ has looked upon them, the sea will 
''ash them out Stir not hence till the record 
be effaced Now — for there is room enough 
on }our canvas — draw huge faces — huge as 
that of the Sphinx on Lgj^ptnn sands — and 
fit them with bodies of corresponding immen- 
sity, and legs which might stndc halfway to 
yonder island Child's play becomes magnifi- 
cent on so grand a scale But, after all, the 
most fascinating employment is simply to wnte 
your name m the sand Draw the letters gigan- 
tic, so that two strides may barely measure 
them, and three for the long strokes ^ Cut deep 
that the record may be permanent * Statesmen 
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and wamors and poets have spent their strength 
in no better cause than this Is it accomplished? 
Return^ then, in an hour or two and seek for 
this mighty record of a name The sea will 
have swept over it, even as time rolls its effac- 
ing waves over the names of statesmen and war- 
nors and poets Hark, the surf wave laughs at 
you * 

Passing from the beach, I begin to clamber 
over the crags, making my difficult way among 
the nuns of a rampart shattered and broken by 
the assaults of a fierce enemy The rocks nse 
in every vanetv of attitude . some of them have 
their feet in the foam, and are shagged halfway 
upward with seaweed; some have been hol- 
lowed almost into caverns by the imweaned toil 
of the sea, which can afford to spend centunes 
in weanng away a rock, or even pohshing a 
pebble* One huge rock ascends in monumental 
shape, with a face like a giant's tombstone, on 
which the veins resemble mscnptions, but in an 
unknown tongue We wiU fancy them the 
forgotten characters of an antediluvian race , or 
else that Nature’s own hand has here recorded 
a mystery, which, could I read her language, 
would make mankind the wiser and the hap- 
pier. How many a thing has troubled me with 
that same idea * Pass on and leave it unex- 
plained Here is a narrow avenue, which might 
seem to have been hewn through the very heart 
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of an enormous crag, affording passage for the 
nsing sea to thunder back and forth, filling it 
with tumultuous foam, and then leaving its 
floor of black pebbles bare and glistening In 
this chasm there was once an interesting vein 
of softer stone, which the waves have gnawed 
away piecemeal, while the granite walls remain 
entire on either side How sharply, and with 
what harsh clamor, does the sea rake back the 
pebbles, as it momentanly withdraws into its 
own depths ^ At intervis, the floor of the 
chasm is left nearly dry , but anon, at the out- 
let, two or three great waves are seen struggling 
to get m at once, two hit the walls athwart, 
while one rushes straight through, and all three 
thunder as if with rage and tnumph They 
heap the chasm with a snowdnft of foam and 
spray While watching this scene, I can never 
nd myself of the idea that a monster, endowed 
With life and fierce energy, is striving to burst 
his way through the narrow pass And what a 
contrast, to look through the stormy chasm, 
and catch a glimpse of the calm, bnght sea be- 
yond! 

Many interesting discoveries may be made 
among these broken cliffs Once, for example, 

I found a dead seal, which a recent tempest had 
tossed into the nook of the rocks, where his 
shaggy carcass lav rolled m a heap of eel-grass, 
^ if the sea-monster sought to hide himself from 
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shine Small fishes dart to and fro, and hide 
themselves nmong the seaweed , there is also a 
solitary crab, who appears to lead the life of a 
hermit, communing with none of the other 
denizens of the place , and likewise several five- 
fingers — for I know no other name than that 
which children give them If your imagination 
be at all accustomed to such freaks, you may 
look down into the depths of this pool, and 
fanc) It the mjsterious depth of ocean But 
where arc the hulks and scattered timbers of 
sunken ships ^ — where the treasures that old 
Ocean hoards ' — w'here the corroded cannon ? 

where the corpses and skeletons of seamen 
who went down in storm and battle^ 

On the day of my last ramble (it w'as a 
September day, yet as warm as summer), what 
should I behold, as I approached the above 
desenbed basin, but three girls sitting on its 
tnargin, and — yes, it is ventably so — laving 
t^heir snovy feet in the sunny water ^ These, 
these arc the warm realities of those three vision- 
aty shapes that flitted from me on the beach 
Hark * their merry voices as they toss up the 
water with their feet ^ They have not seen me 
I rnust shrink behind this rock and steal away 
again 

In honest truth, vowed to solitude as I am, 
there is something in this encounter that makes 
the heart flutter with a strangely pleasant sen- 
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tal In the rear, the precipice is broken and in- 
termixed with earth, which gives nounshment 
not only to clinging and twining shrubs, but to 
tfecs, that gripe the rock with their naked roots, 
and seem to struggle hard for footing and for 
soil enough to live upon These are fir-trees , 
but oaks hang their heavy branches from above, 
and throw down acorns on the beach, and shed 
their withering foliage upon the waves At this 
autumnal season the precipice is decked with 
vanegated splendor trailing wreaths of scarlet 
flaunt from the summit downward , tufts of 
yellow-flowering shrubs, and rosebushes, with 
their reddened leaves and glossy seed berries, 
sprout from each crevice , at every glance, I 
detect some new light or shade of beauty, all 
contrasting with the stern, gray rock A rill of 
Water tnckles down the cliff and fills a little cis- 
tern near the base I dram it at a draught, and 
find it fresh and pure This recess shall be my 
dining-hall And what the feast ? A few bis- 
*^its made savory by soaking them in sea- 
water, a tuft of samphire gathered from the 
beach, and an apple for the dessert By this 
time the little rill has filled its reservoir again , 
3nd, as I quaff it, I thank God more heartily 
than for a a vie banquet, that He gives me the 
healthful appetite to make a feast of bread and 
water 

Dinner being over, I throw myself at length 
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ages and meant nothing all the while? No, 
for those ages find utterance in the sea’s un- 
changing voice, and warn the listener to with- 
draw his interest from mortal vicissitudes, and 
let the infinite idea of eternity pervade his 
soul This IS wisdom , and, therefore, W'lll I 
spend the next half hour in shaping little boats 
of driftwood, and launching them on voyages 
across the cove, with a feather of a sea-gull for 
a sail If the voice of ages tell me true, this is 
as Wise an occupation as to build ships of five 
hundred tons, and launch them forth upon the 
niam, bound to “ far Cathay ” Yet, how would 
the merchant sneer at me ' 

And, after all, can such philosophy be true ? 
h^cthinks I could find a thousand arguments 
^inst It Well, thch, let yonder shaggy rock, 
mid-deep m the surf — see ' he is somewhat 
Wrathful, ■ — he rages and roars and foams — let 
that tall rock be my antagonist, and let me 
cxerase my oratory like him of Athens, who 
andied words with an angry sea and got the 
victory My maiden speech is a triumphant 
for the gentleman in seaweed has nothing 
to offer m reply, save an immitigable roaring 
His voice, indeed, will be heard a long while 
^fter mine is hushed Once more I shout, and 
me cliffs reverberate the sound O, what joy 
tor a shy man to feel himself so solitary, that 
c may hft kis voice to its highest pitch with- 
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out lu7.ird of n Ii'stLiur ' But, hush ' — bt 
silent, ni) good fnend ’ — whence comes that 
stifled laughter^ It was musical, — hut how' 
should there be such music in mv solitude ^ 
Looking upwaids, 1 catch a glimpse of thtce 
faces, peeping from the summit of the clifi, like 
angels beneeen me and their nati\e ska Ah, 
fair girls, )ou may make jourseKts merr\' at 
my eloquence, — but it was nn turn to smile 
when I saw )our white feet m the pool ' Let 
us keep each other’s secrets 

1 he sunshine has now passed from my her- 
mitage, except a gleam upon the sand just w here 
It meets the sea A crowd of gloom j fantasies 
will come and haunt me, if I tarrj longer here 
in the darkening twilight of these graj rocks 
This is a dismal place in some moods of the 
mind Climb we, therefore, the precipice, and 
pause a moment on the brink, gaving down into 
that hollow chamber bj the deep where we haac 
been, what few can be, sufficient to our own 
pastime — )es, sav the word outright’ — self- 
sufficient to our own happiness How lone- 
some looks the recess now', and drear) too — 
like all other spots where happiness has been ’ 
There lies m) shadow in the departing sunshine 
w'lth its head upon the sea I will pelt it with 
pebbles A hit ’ a hit ’ I clap my hands in 
tnumph, and see ’ my shadow clapping its un- 
real hands, and claiming the tnumph for itself 
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What a simpleton must I have been all day, 
since my own shadow makes a mock of my 
foolenes ^ 

Homeward ^ homeward ^ It is time to hasten 
home It IS time, it is time , for as the sun 
sinks over the western wave, the sea grows mel- 
ancholy, and the surf has a saddened tone The 
distant sails appear astray, and not of earth, in 
their remoteness amid the desolate waste My 
spirit wanders forth afar, but finds no resting- 
place and comes shivering back It is time 
that I were hence But grudge me not the day 
that has been spent m seclusion, which yet was 
not solitude, since the great sea has been my 
companion, and the little sea-birds my fnends, 
and the wind has told me his secrets, and airy 
shapes have flitted around me in my hermitage 
Such companionship works an effect upon a 
man^s character, as if he had been admitted to 
the society of creatures that are not mortal 
And when, at noontide, I tread the crowded 
streets, the influence of this day will still be felt , 
so that I shall walk among men kindly and as 
a brother, with affection and sympathy, but yet 
shall not melt into the indistinguishable rti^s 
of human-kind I shall think my own thoughts, 
and feel my own emotions, and possess my 
individuality unviolated 

But It is good, at the eve of such a day, to 
feel and know that there are men and women 
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in the world That feeling and that knowledge 
are mine at this moment , for, on the shore far 
below me, the fishing party have landed from 
their skiff, and are coolung their scaly prey by 
a fire of dnftwood, kindled in the angle of two 
rude rocks The three visionary girls are like- 
wise there In the deepening twilight, while 
the surf is dashed near their hearth, the ruddy 
gleam of the fire throws a strange air of comfort 
over the wild cove, bestrewn as it is with peb- 
bles and seaweed, and exposed to the ‘‘ melan- 
choly main ” Moreover, as the smoke climbs 
up the precipice, it bnngs with it a savory smell 
from a pan of fned fish and a black kettle of 
chowder, and reminds me that my dinner was 
nothing but bread and water, and a tuft of sam- 
phire and an apple Methinks the party might 
find room for another guest at that flat rock 
which ser^'es them for a table , and if spoons 
be scarce, I could pick up a clamshell on the 
beach They see me now , and — the blessing 
of a hungry man upon him ' — one of them 
sends up a hospitable shout — Halloo, Sir Soli- 
tary ■ come down and sup with us ' The ladies 
wave their handkerchiefs Can I decline ? No , 
and be it owned, after all my solitary joys, that 
this is the sweetest moment of a Day by the 
Sea-Shore 
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T HER]^ is hardl} a more difficult exer- 
cise of fancy than, while g^/mg at a 
figure of melancholy age, to recreate 
Jts }outh, and, \wthout entirely obliterating the 
idcnticv of form and features, to restore those 
graces which time has snatched away Some old 
people, especially women, so age-w^orn and w^oe- 
ful arc they, seem never to have been young and 
It IS easier to conceive that such gloomy 
phantoms were sent into the world as withered 
iind decrepit as we behold them now, with sym- 
pathies only for pain and gnef, to watch at 
death-beds and weep at funerals Even the 
sable garments of their widowhood appear es- 
sential to their existence, all their attnbutes com- 
bine to render them darksome shadows, creeping 
strangely amid the sunshine of human life Yet 
It IS no unprofitable task to take one of these 
doleful creatures, and set fancy resolutely at 
Work to brighten the dim eye, and darken the 
silvery locks, and paint the ashen cheek with 
tose color, and repair the shrunken and crazy 
form, till a dewy maiden shall be seen in the 
old matron's elbow-chair The miracle being 
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wrought, then let the years roll back again, each 
sadder than the last, and the whole weight of 
age and sorrow settle down upon the y'outhful 
figure Wrinkles and furrows, the handwTiting 
of Time, may thus be deciphered, and found 
to contain deep lessons of thought and feel- 
ing Such profit might be derived by a skilful 
observer from my much-respected fnend, the 
W idow T oothaker, a nurse of great repute, w'ho 
has breathed the atmosphere of sick-chambers 
and dying breaths these forty years 

See ’ she sits cowenng over her lonesome 
hearth, with her gown and upper petticoat drawn 
upward, gathering thriftily into her person the 
whole warmth of the fire, which, now at night- 
fall, begins to dissipate the autumnal chill of 
her chamber The blaze quivers capriciously 
m front, alternately glimmering into the deepest 
chasms of her wrinkled visage, and then per- 
mitting a ghostly dimness to mar the outlines 
of her venerable figure And Nurse Toothaker 
holds a teaspoon in her right hand, with which 
to stir up the contents of a tumbler m her left, 
whence steams a vapory fragrance, abhorred 
of temperance societies Now she sips — now 
stirs — now sips again Her sad old heart has 
need to be revived by the rich infusion of Ge- 
neva, which IS mixed half and half with hot 
water in the tumbler AJl day long she has 
been sitting by a death-pillow, and quitted it 
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for her home only when the spirit of her patient 
left the clay and \\cnt homeward too But now 
arc her melanchol} meditations cheered, and 
her torpid blood y armed, and her shoulders 
lightened of at least twenty ponderous years, 
by a draught from the true I'ountain of Youth, 
in a ease bottle It is strange that men should 
deem that fount a fable, when its liquor fills 
more bottles than the congress water’ Sip it 
again, good nurse, and see whether a second 
draught will not take off another score of years, 
and perhaps ten more, and show us, in your 
high-backed chair, the blooming damsel who 
plighted troths with Edward Fane Get you 
gone. Age and Widowhood ' Come back, un- 
wedded Youth ' But, alas ' the charm will not 
Work In spite of fancy’s most potent spell, 

I can sec only an old dame cowenng over the 
fire, a picture of decay and desolation, while the 
November blast roars at her in the chimney, 
^tid fitful showers rush suddenly against the 
^ndow 

Yet there was a time when Rose Grafton — 
such was the pretty maiden name of Nurse 
Toothalcer — possessed beauty that would have 
gladdened this dim and dismal chamber as with 
sunshine It won for her the heart of Edward 
Fane, who has since made so great a figure in 
world, and is now a grand old gentleman. 
With powdered hair, and as gouty as a lord, 
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These early lovers thought to have walked 
hand in hand through life They had wept 
together for Edward’s little sister Mary, whom 
Rose tended m her sickness, partly because she 
was the sweetest child that ever lived or died, 
but more for love of him She was but three 
years old Being such an infant. Death could 
not embody his terrors in her little corpse ; nor 
did Rose fear to touch the dead child’s brow, 
though chill, as she curled the silken hair around 
It, nor to take her tiny' hand and clasp a flower 
within Its fingers Afterward, when she looked 
through the pane of glass in the coffin hd, and 
beheld Marys’s face, it seemed not so much like 
death, or life, as like a wax-work, wrought into 
the perfect image of a child asleep, and dream- 
ing of Its mother's smile Rose thought her 
too fair a thing to be hidden m the grave, and 
wondered that an angel did not snatch up little 
Mary’s coffin, and bear the slumbenng babe to 
heaven, and bid her wake immortal But when 
the sods were laid on little Mary, the heart of 
Rose was troubled She shuddered at the fan- 
tasy, that, in grasping the child’s cold fingers, 
her virgin hand had exchanged a first greeting 
with mortality, and could never lose the earthly 
taint. How many a greeting since ' But as 
yet, she was a fair young girl, wnth the dew- 
drops of fresh feeling in her bosom , and in- 
stead of Rose, which seemed too mature a name 
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for her hnlf-opcncd beauty, her lover called her 
Rosebud 

The rosebud vas destined never to bloom 
for Eduard Fane His mother uas a rich and 
haughty dame, u ith all the aristocratic prejudices 
of colonial times She scorned Rose Grafton's 
humble parentage, and caused her son to break 
his faith, though, had she let him choose, he 
''ould have pnzed his Rosebud above the nch- 
cst diamond The lovers parted, and have sel- 
dom met again Both may have visited the 
same mansions, but not at the same time , for 
one uas bidden to the festal hall, and the other 
to the sick-chamber , he was the guest of Plea- 
sure and ProspenU^ and she of Anguish Rose, 
after their separation, uas long secluded within 
the dwelling of Mr Toothaker, whom she 
uiarned with the revengeful hope of breaking 
her false lover's heart She went to her bnde- 
groom’s arms with bitterer tears, they say, than 
young girls ought to shed at the threshold of 
the bndal chamber Yet, though her husband's 
head was getting gray, and his heart had been 
chiUed with an autumnal frost, Rose soon began 
to love him, and wondered at her own conjugal 
affection He was all she had to love , there 
Were no children 

In a year or t\vo, poor Mr Toothaker was 
visited with a wearisome infirmity, which settled 
his joints, and made him weaker than a child, 
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He crept forth about his business, and came 
home at dinner-time and eventide, not with the 
manly tread that gladdens a wife’s heart, but 
slowly, feebly, jotting down each dull footstep 
with a melancholy dub of his staff We must 
pardon his pretty wife, if she sometimes blushed 
to own him Her visitors, when they heard 
him coming, looked for the appearance of some 
old, old man , but he dragged his nerveless 
limbs into the parlor — and there was Mr 
Toothaker ' The disease increasing, he never 
went into the sunshine, save wth a staff in his 
right hand and his left on his wife’s shoulder, 
beanng heavily downward, like a dead man’s 
hand Thus, a slender woman, still looking 
maiden-like, she supported his tall, broad- 
chested frame along the pathway of their little 
garden, and plucked the roses for her gray- 
haired husband, and spoke soothinglv, as to an 
infant. His mind was palsied with his body , 
Its utmost energy was peevishness In a few 
months more, she helped him up the staircase, 
with a pause at every step, and a longer one 
upon the landing-place, and a heavy glance be- 
hind, as he crossed the threshold of his cham- 
ber He knew, poor man, that the precincts 
of those four walls would thenceforth be his 
world — his world, his home, his tomb — at 
once a dwelling and a burial-place, till he were 
borne to a darker and a narrower one But 
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Rose was with him m the tomb He leaned 
upon her m his daily passage from the bed to 
the chair by the fireside, and back again from 
the weary chair to the joyless bed — his bed 
and hers — their marnage-bed, till even this 
short journey ceased, and his head lay all day 
upon the pillow, and hers all night beside it 
How long poor Mr Toothaker was kept in 
misery ' Death seemed to draw near the door, 
and often to lift the latch, and sometimes to 
thrust his ugly skull into the chamber, nodding 
to Rose, and pointing at her husband, but still 
delayed to enter “ This bedridden wretch 
cannot escape me ^ ” quoth Death “ I will go 
forth and run a race with the swift, and fight 
a battle with the strong, and come back for 
Toothaker at my leisure ' ” O, when the de- 
liverer came so near, in the dull anguish of her 
worn-out sympathies, did she never long to cry, 
“ Death, come m ^ " 

But, no ^ have no nght to ascribe such 

a Wish to our fnend Rose She never failed in 
a Wife’s duty to her poor sick husband She 
niurmured not, though a glimpse of the sunnv 
sky was as strange to her as him, nor answ ered 
peevishly, though his complainingaccents roused 
her from her sweetest dream, only to share his 
Wretchedness He knew her faith, jet nour- 
ished a cankered jealousy; and when the slow 
disease had chilled all his heart, save one lukc- 
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warm spot, which Death’s frozen fingers were 
searching for, his last words were “What 
would my Rose have done for her first love, if 
she has been so true and kind to a sick old man 
like me ' ” And then his poor soul crept away, 
and left the body lifeless, though hardly more 
so than for years before, and Rose a widow, 
though in truth it was the wedding-night that 
widowed her She felt glad, it must be owned, 
when Mr Toothaker was buned, because his 
corpse had retained such a likeness to the man 
half alive, that she hearkened for the sad mur- 
mur of his voice, bidding her shift his pillow 
But all through the next ^vlnter, though the 
grave had held him many a month, she fanaed 
him calling from that cold bed, “ Rose * Rose ' 
come put a blanket on my feet ' ” 

So now the Rosebud was the Widow Tooth- 
aker Her troubles had come early, and, tedi- 
ous as they seemed, had passed before all her 
bloom was fled She was still fair enough to 
captivate a bachelor, or, with a widow’s cheerful 
gravity, she might have won a widower, stealing 
into his heart in the very guise of his dead wife 
But the Widow Toothaker had no such pro- 
jects By her watchings and continual cares 
her heart had become knit to her first husband 
with a constancy which changed its very nature, 
and made her love him for his infirmities, and 
infirmity for his sake When the palsied old 
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man was gone, even her early lover could not 
have supplied his place She had dwelt in a 
sick-chamber, and been the companion of a 
half-dead wretch, till she could scarcely breathe 
m a free air, and felt ill at ease with the healthy 
and the happy She missed the fragrance of 
the doctor’s stuff She walked the chamber 
with a noiseless footfall If visitors came in, 
she spoke m soft and soothing accents^ and was 
startled and shocked by their loud voices 
Often, m the lonesome evening, she looked 
timorously from the fireside to the bed, with 
almost a hope of recognizing a ghastly face 
'ipon the pillow Then went her thoughts 
sadly to her husband’s grave If one impatient 
throb had wronged him in his lifetime, — if she 
had secretly repined because her buoyant youth 
was imprisoned with his torpid age, — if ever, 
while slumbering beside him, a treacherous 
dream had admitted another into her heart, — 
yet the sick man had been preparing a revenge 
which the dead now claimed On his painful 
pillow he had cast a spell around her , his groans 
^nd misery had proved more captivating charms 
than gayety and youthful grace , in his sem- 
blance Disease itself had won the Rosebud for 
bnde , nor could his death dissolve the nupn 
tials By that indissoluble bond she had gained 
^ home in every sick-chamber, and nowhere 
else there were her brethren and sisters , thither 
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Toothaker’s door She starts from her drowsy 
reverie, sets aside the empty tumbler and tea- 
spoon, and lights a lamp at the dim embers of 
the fire Rap, rap, rap ’ again , and she hur- 
nes adoivn the staircase, wondenng which of 
her fnends can be at death’s door now, since 
there is such an earnest messenger at Nurse 
Toothaker’s Again the peal resounds, just as 
her hand is on the lock “ Be quick. Nurse 
Toothaker * ” cnes a man on the doorsteps , 
" old General Fane is taken with the gout in 
his stomach, and has sent for you to watch by 
his death-bed. Make haste, for there is no 
time to lose > ” “ Fane ' Edward Fane > And 

has he sent for me at last? I am ready ' I 
will get on my cloak and begone So,” adds 
the sable-gowned, ashen-visaged, funereal old 
figure, “ Edward Fane remembers his Rose- 
bud I ” 

Our question is answered There is a germ 
of bliss within her Her long-hoarded con- 
stancy — her memory of the bliss that was — 
remaining amid the gloom of her after life like 
a sweet-smelling flower in a coffin, is a symbol 
that all may be renewed In some happier 
clime the Rosebud may revive again, with all 
the dewdrops in its bosom 
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from the spot where it grew, in the jungles of 
Hmdostan ; the hat that overshadowed his 
sombre brow had shielded him from the suns 
of Spain but his cheek had been blackened 
by the red-hot wmd of an Arabian desert, and 
had felt the frozen breath of an Arctic region 
Long sojourmng amid wild and dangerous men, 
he snil wore beneath his vest the ataghan which 
he had once struck into the throat of a Turkish 
robber. In every foreign chme he had lost 
something of his New England charactenstics , 
and, perhaps, from every people he had uncon- 
saously borrowed a new pecuhanty ; so that 
when the world-wanderer again trod the street 
of his native village, it is no wonder that he 
passed unrecognized, though exating the gaze 
and cunositv of all Yet, as his arm casually 
touched that of a young woman who was wend- 
ing her way to an evening lecture, she started, 
and almost uttered a cry 

Ralph Cranfield ^ ” was the name that she 
half articulatecL 

“ Can that be my old playmate. Faith Eger- 
ton ^ ” thought the traveller, looking round at 
her figure, but without pausing. 

Ralph Cranfield, from his youth upward, 
had felt himself marked out for a high destiny. 
He had imbibed the idea — we say not whether 
It were revealed to him by witchcraft, or in a 
dream of prophecy, or that his brooding fancy 
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had palmed its own dictates upon him as the 
oracles of a Sibyl ^ — but he had imbibed the 
idea, and held it firmest among his articles of 
faith, that three marvellous events of his life 
were to be confirmed to him by three signs 
The first of these three fatalities, and perhaps 
the one on which his youthful imagination had 
dwelt most fondly, was the discovery of the 
maid who alone, of all the maids on earth, could 
make him happy by her love He was to roam 
around the world till he should meet a beauti- 
ful woman wearing on her bosom a jewel in the 
shape of a heart , whether of pearl, or ruby, or 
emerald, or carbuncle, or a changeful opal, or 
perhaps a pnceless diamond, Ralph Cranfield 
little cared, so long as it were a heart of one 
peculiar shape On encountenng this lovely 
stranger, he was bound to address her thus 
“ Maiden, I have brought you a heavy heart 
May I rest its weight on you ^ ” And if she 
were his fated bnde — if their kindred souls 
were destined to form a union here below, 
which all eternity should only bind more closely 
• — she would reply, with her finger on the heart- 
shaped jewel, — This token, which I have 
worn so long, is the assurance that you may ^ 
And, secondly, Ralph Cranfield had a firm 
belief that there was a mighty treasure hidden 
somewhere in the earth, of which the burial- 
place would be revealed to none but him When 
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his feet should press upon the mystenous spot, 
there would be a hand before him pointing 
downward — whether carved of marble, or hewn 
in gigantic dimensions on the side of a rocky 
precipice, or perchance a hand of flame in empty 
air, he could not tell , but, at least, he would 
discern a hand, the forefinger pointing down- 
ward, and beneath it the Latin word Effode — 
Dig ' and digging thereabouts, the gold in com 
or ingots, the precious stones, or of whatever 
else the treasure might consist, would be certain 
to reward his toil 

The third and last of the miraculous events 
in the hfe of this high-destined man was to be 
the attainment of extensive influence and sway 
over his fellow creatures Whether he were to 
be a king and founder of an hereditary throne, 
or the victonous leader of a people contending 
for their freedom, or the apostle of a purified 
and regenerated faith, was left for futunty to 
show As messengers of the sign by which 
Ralph Cranfield might recognize the summons, 
three venerable men were to claim audience of 
him The chief among them, a dignified and 
majestic person, arrayed, it may be supposed, 
in the flowing garments of an ancient sage, 
would be the bearer of a wand or prophet’s rod 
With this wand, or rod, or staff, the venerable 
sage would trace a certain figure in the air, and 
then proceed to make known his heaven-in- 
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structed message , which^ if obeyed^ must lead 
to glonous results 

With this proud fate before him, in the flush 
of his imaginative youth, Ralph Cranfield had 
set forth to seek the maid, the treasure, and the 
venerable sage with his gift of extended empire 
And had he found them ^ Alas * it was not 
with the aspect of a tnumphant man, who had 
achieved a nobler destiny than all his fellows, 
but rather with the gloom of one struggling 
against peculiar and continual adversity, that 
he now passed homeward to his mother's cot- 
tage He had come back, but only for a time, 
to lay aside the pilgnm's stalF, trusting that his 
weary manhood would regain somewhat of the 
elasticity of youth, in the spot where his three- 
fold fate had been foreshown him There had 
been few changes in the village , for it was 
not one of those thnving places where a year s 
prospenty makes more than the havoc of a 
century's decay, but like a gray hair in a young 
man's head, an antiquated little town, full of old 
maids, and aged elms, and moss-grown dwell- 
mgs Few seemed to be the changes here 
The drooping elms, indeed, had a more majes- 
tic spread , the weather-blackened houses were 
adorned with a denser thatch of verdant moss , 
and doubtless there were a few more gravestones 
in the burial ground, inscribed with names that 
had once been familiar in the village street. 
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Yet, summing up all the mischief that ten years 
had wrought, it Seemed scarcely more than if 
Ralph Cranfield had gone forth that veiy' morn- 
ing, and dreamed a day-dream till the twilight, 
and then turned back again But his heart grew 
cold because the village did not remember him 
as he remembered the village 

“ Here is the change ! ” sighed he, stnking 
his hand upon his breast “ Who is this man 
of thought and care, weary with world-wander- 
ing and heavy with disappointed hopes ^ The 
youth returns not, who went forth so joyously ' ” 
And now Ralph Cranfield was at his mother’s 
gate, in front of the small house where the old 
lady, with slender but sufficient means, had kept 
herself comfortable dunng her son’s long ab- 
sence Admitting himself within the enclosure, 
he leaned against a great, old tree, tnflmg with 
his own impatience, as people often do in those 
intervals when years are summed into a mo- 
ment He took a minute survey of the dwell- 
ing — Its windows brightened with the sky 
gleam, its doorway, with the half of a millstone 
for a step, and the faintly traced path waving 
thence to the gate He made friends again with 
his childhood’s fiiend, the old tree against 
which he leaned , and glancing his eye adown its 
trunk, beheld something that excited a melan- 
choly smile It was a half-obliterated inscnp- 
tion — the Latin word Effode — which he 
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remembered to have carved in the bark of the 
tree, with a whole day’s toil, when he had first 
begun to muse about his exalted destiny It 
might be accounted a rather singular coinci- 
dence, that the bark just above the inscnption 
had put forth an excrescence, shaped not unlike 
a hand, with the forefinger pointing obliquely 
at the word of fate Such, at least, was its 
appearance in the dusky light 

“ Now a credulous man,” said Ralph Cran- 
field carelessly to himself, “ might suppose that 
the treasure which I have sought round the 
world lies buried, after all, at the ver}'" door of 
my mother’s dwelhne: That would be a jest 
indeed ' ” 

More he thought not about the matter, 
for now the door was opened, and an elderly 
woman appeared on the threshold, peering into 
the dusk to discover who it might be that had 
intruded on her premises, and was standing m 
the shadow of her tree It was Ralph Cran- 
field’s mother Pass we over their greeting, and 
leave the one to her joy and the other to his 
rest, — - if quiet rest be found ^ 

But when morning broke, he arose with a 
troubled brow , for his sleep and his wakeful- 
ness had alike been full of dreams All the fer- 
vor was rekindled with which he had burned of 
yore to unravel the threefold mystery of his fate 
The crowd of his early visions seemed to have 
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awaited him beneath his mother’s roof, and 
thronged riotously around to welcome his re- 
turn In the well-rcmcmhcred chamber, on the 
pillow where his infancy had slumbered, he had 
passed a wilder night than ever in an Arab tent, 
or when he had reposed his head in the ghastly 
shades of a haunted forest A shado\vy maid 
had stolen to his bedside, and laid her finger 
on the scintillating heart , a hand of flame had 
glowed amid the darkness, pointing downward 
to a mystery within the earth , a hoary sage had 
waved his prophetic wand, and beckoned the 
dreamer onward to a chair of state The same 
phantoms, though fainter m the daylight, still 
flitted about the cottage, and mingled among 
the crowd of familiar faces that were drawn 
thither by the news of Ralph Cranficld’s return, 
to bid him welcome for his mother’s sake 
There they found him, a tall, dark, stately man 
of foreign aspect, courteous in demeanor and 
mild of speech, yet with an abstracted eye, 
which seemed often to snatch a glance at the 
invisible 

Meantime the widow Cranfield went bus- 
tling about the house, full of joy that she again 
had somebody to love, and be careful of, and 
for whom she might vex and tease herself with 
the petty troubles of daily life It was nearly 
noon when she looked forth from the door, and 
descried three personages of note coming along 
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the t, fhri>\i('h tlu lux '^iinslutu niul the 
uf elm irtt sln;K \t length they 
u^Outi her rue ttul umlul the litch 

Scr, Knlph ^ *’ ivchuntd 'ihc, \Mth inaternil 
prult/'htrt ^i|tnu I InuLuooti and the two 
otiicr vekennt .1, corning on purpose to see you ^ 
Now cio (ell (hem n good long storj about 
wlni \nu )n\t sttn m foreign parts 

I he foremost (»f (lie three \ isitors, Squire 
niukv\oo{l, was n \c^^ pompous but excellent 
old gentleman, the henti and j^nme mover in 
all the adairs of (he Milage, and universally 
aeJ^ noulcdgcd to be one of the sagest men on 
eanli IJe wort, according to a fashion even 

then becoming antiquated, a tlirec-cornercd hat, 

and carried a sil\ cr-headed cane, the use of 
vhich seemed to be rather for flourishing m the 
air than for assisting the progress of his legs 
His two companions were elderly and respect- 
al)lc \ comen, who, retaining an ante-revolution- 
arj reverence for rank and hereditary wealth, 
kept a little in the Squire’s rear As they ap- 
proached along the pathway, Ralph Cranfield 
aat in an oaken elbow-chair, half unconsciously 
ga/mg at the three visitors, and enveloping 
their homely figures m the misty romance that 
pcrv'adcd his mental world 

Here,” thought he, smiling at the conceit, 
here come three elderly personages, and the 
first of the three is a venerable sage with a staff 
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What if this embassy should bnng me the mes- 
sage of my fate ' ” 

While Squire Ha\\k\\ood and his colleagues 
entered, Ralph rose from his seat and advanced 
a few steps to receive them , and his stately figure 
and dark countenance, as he bent courteously 
towards his guests, had a natural dignity, con- 
trasting well with the bustling importance of 
the Squire. The old gentleman, according to 
invanable custom, gave an elaborate preliminary 
flounsh with his cane in the air, then removed 
his three-cornered hat in order to wipe his brow, 
and finall}' proceeded to make known his errand 

“ My colleagues and m}self,” began the 
Squire, " are burdened vath momentous duties, 
being jointly selectmen of this village Our 
minds, for the space of three dajs past, have 
been laboriously bent on the selection of a 
smtable person to fill a most important office, 
and take upon himself a charge and rule which, 
wisely considered, ma> be ranked no lower than 
those of kings and potentates And whereas 
you, our native townsman, are of good natural 
intellect, and well cultivated by foreign travel, 
and that certain vagaries and fantasies of your 
youth are doubtless long ago corrected , taking 
all these matters, I say, into due consideration, 
we are of opinion that Provndence hath sent 
you hither, at this juncture, for our verj^ pur- 
pose ” 
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During till*- InrangUL, Cnnficld ga/cd fixedly 
at the sjienkir, as if he beheld something mys- 
terious niul unenrlhh m Jus pompous little fig- 
ure, and ns if the Sijuire had worn the fiowmg 
robes of nn ancient sage, instead of a square- 
skirted coat, fiapped waistcoat, velvet breeches, 
and silk stockings Nor was his wonder wathout 
sufiicient cause , for the flourish of the Squire’s 
staff, man cllous to relate, had described pre- 
ciscK the signal in the air which was to ratify 
the message of the prophetic Sage whom Cran- 
field had sought around the world 

“And what," inquired Ralph Cranfield, with 
a tremor in his voice, “ what may this office be, 
which IS to equal me with kings and poten- 
tates ? ” 

“ No less than instructor of our village 
school,” answered Squire Haw'kw'ood , “the 
office being now vacant by the death of the 
venerable Master Whitaker after a fifty years’ 
incumbency ’’ 

“ I wall consider of your proposal,” replied 
Ralph Cranfield hurnedly, “ and will make 
known my decision wathm three days ” 

After a few more words, the village dignitary 
and his companions took their leave But 
to Cran field’s fancy their images were still pre- 
sent, and became more and more invested with 
the dim awfulness of figures which had first 
appeared to him m a dream, and afterwards had 
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shown themselves m his waking moments, as- 
suming homeh aspects among familiar things 
His mind dwelt upon the features of the Squire, 
till they grew confused wth those of the vi- 
sionar}' Sage, and one appeared hut the shadov 
of the other The same visage, he now thought, 
had looked forth upon him from die Pjramid 
of Cheops , the same form had beckoned to 
him among the colonnades of the Alhambra , 
the same figure had mistily revealed itself 
through the ascending steam of the Great Gey- 
ser At every effort of his memor}’^ he recog- 
nized some trait of the dreamy Messenger of 
Destiny in this pompous, busding, self-impor- 
tant, litde great man of the \nllage Amid such 
musings Ralph Cranfield sat all dav in the cot- 
tage, scarceh heanng and \ aguel) answering his 
mother’s thousand questions about his travels 
and adventures At sunset he roused himself 
to take a stroll, and, passing the aged elm-tree, 
his eye was again caught by the semblance of 
a hand pointing downward at the half-obliter- 
ated inscnpbon 

As Cranfield walked dovn the street of the 
village, the level sunbeams threw his shadow 
far before him , and he fanaed that as his 
shadow walked among distant objects, so had 
there been a presentiment stalking in advance 
of him throughout his life And when he drew 
near each object, over which his tall shadow 
340 



I HI 1 IIK! I 1 OLD D1 SIIKY 


hi(! praciicd Imn^ ^tjll it proictl (o ht one 
of the timilnr rccoIIctCKins ol his infiric) and 
\omh 1 \<.r\ crool in the jndiuav vas rc~ 
nund»ircti 1 \cn the more tninsitorj clnnc- 
tcns*jc. of the utnc \\crc the same as m 1))- 
pone <h\‘' V compirn of cous wlvl grazing 
on the rn^^^ r<nd*;i(lc, ind refreshed Jnm with 
thiir Innntu hreath It is sweeter/’ thought 
Ik, thin the pcrhimc which was wafted to our 
'•hip from the Spjce Ishnds ” I'he round little 
figure of a child rolled from n doonsay, and lay 
hughmg almost beneath Cranfield’s feet The 
dirk niui statel\ nnn stooped down and, lifting 
the infint, restored him to his mother’s arms 
I he children/* said he to himself — and 
sighed and smiled — the children arc to be 
nn charge ^ ” And while a flow of natural feel-, 
mg gushed like a welJspnng in his heart, he 
came to a dwelling which he could nowase for- 
bear to enter A sweet voice, which seemed to 
come from a deep and tender soul, was warbling 
a plaintive little air within ' 

^ [W htfi ihtj talr wat firt printed in a maparme, there uas in.ertcd 
s ihii point rh'* f dJowmp mpt, — 

O, man ran trcL the downward glance 

And each kind word — afTectinn 9 prll — 
i \e, \oKe, ira \aluc can enhance, 

For rvc ma> tpeae, and tongue can tell 

But woman fl lo\c, it \cait9 the while 
To echo to another i tone, 

To linger on another i imile 

Ere dare to answer with lU o\%n ] 
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He bent his head and passed through the 
lowly door As his foot sounded upon the 
threshold, a young woman advanced from the 
dusky interior of the house, at first hastily, and 
then with a more uncertain step, till they met 
face to face There was a singular contrast in 
their two figures he dark and picturesque — 
one who had battled with the world, whom all 
suns had shone upon, and w'hom all winds had 
blown on a vaned course , she neat, comely, 
and quiet — quiet even in her agitation, as if 
all her emotions had been subdued to the 
peaceful tenor of her life Yet their faces, all 
unlike as they were, had an expression that 
seemed not so alien, a glow' of kindred feeling 
flashing upward anew from half-extinguished 
embers 

“ Y ou are welcome home said Faith Egerton 

But Cranfield did not immediately answ'er, 
for his eye had been caught by an ornament m 
the shape of a Heart w'hich Faith wore as a 
brooch upon her bosom The matenal was the 
ordinary white quartz , and he recollected hav- 
ing himself shaped it out of one of those Indian 
arrowheads which are so often found m the an- 
cient haunts of the redmen It was precisely 
on the pattern of that w'orn by the rnsionary 
Maid When Cranfield departed on his shad- 
owy search, he had bestowed this brooch, in a 
gold setting, as a parting gift to Faith Egerton 
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“ '^o, NOVI ln\t k«.pt tho llcirt'" 

Mitt 1)1 knf’th 

" '1 c' , ' • mi ' 1 ) 1 , Mtiihini^f (kt.j)l\ , tlitn n)orc 
jn\I\, “ ni)ii wint ikc l)n\c \ou lirouglit nit 
tru))) bc\ ond ihi. ‘•n ' " 

“ ImiiI) rrplitd Kilph Cnnficld, uttcnng 
(he Ji'id words }i\ in uncnntrolhhk impulse, 
“ 1 l)i\c brought }ou nothing hut a heiiy 
herrt ' Mn\ I rest its weight on \ou^” 

“ 1 his to) CD which 1 })a\c worn so long,” 
Slid I aith, h\inii her tremulous finger on the 
Heart, “k the nssunnee tint \ou nn\ 

" kaith ' hatth ' " cned Cnnficld, clasping 
her in his arms, “ cou ha\c interpreted my wild 
and wean dream ’ ” 

Ves, tile wild dreamer was awake at last To 
find the nivstenous treasure, he was to till the 
e'arth around his mother’s dwelling, and reap its 
products' Instead of warlike command, or 
regal or religious swa\, he was to rule over the 
^ illagc children ' And now the visionary Maid 
had faded from his fanev, and in her place he 
saw the plaj mate of his childhood ' Would 
all w ho cherish such w ild w ishes but look around 
them, thca would oftenest find their sphere of 
dut\ , of prospenta , and happiness, within those 
prcancts and m that station where Providence 
Itself has cast their lot Happ\ they w'ho read 
the nddlc authout a aveary aa^orJd search, or a 
lifetime spent in vain ' 
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